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Sometime 'twixt the twilight and dawning,
Somewhere in night's Stygian stream,
Half way between sleeping and waking,
Half way from a thought to a dream.

HILTON U. BRowN, ]R., 2nd Lieutenant

7th F. A., First DioiJion
Killed in action November 3, 1918, in the Argonne

~U1Ie!

GENERAL HEADQUARTERS OF THE FRENCH
ARMIES OF THE EAST

Order No. 14,735

"-.

CROIX DE GUERRE

With the approbation of the Commander-in-Chief of the
American Expeditionary Forces in France, the Marshal
of France, Commander of the French Armies of the East,
cites in the Order of the Division, Second Lieutenant
Hilton U. Brown, Jr., Battery D, 7th Regiment Artillery. A very brave officer, animated by a high spirit of
sacrifice, died gloriously while commanding his battery
under concentrated enemy fire.
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March 22, 1919.

The Marshal of France.
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The Apology

DEDICATE:»

TO THE MoTBEil oF

TB&EE SoNs wuo WENT
FoaTH TO WAa

Many voices have come from the battle fields and
hospitals of France since the guns became silent. We
know that those who went across seas in the great war
and that did not return, still speak. We shall hear them
so long as the soul responds to deeds of heroism, patriotism and self-sacrifice. No apology will be expected,
therefore, for this longing to preserve in enduring form
a record of the things done and said by an American artilleryman whose prophetic vision of a soldier's destiny
carried with it no shadow of fear. He "fought 'gainst
gloom" and dying had only the thought that his life
might help to "make some other happy." If these lines
should fall under the eye of others than those who knew
and loved the gentle and valiant spirit whose name becomes the title of this volume, let it at least be understood
that affection inspired the pen and that love and grief
claim many privileges.
Apology might well be offered to the author for committing to print verses and letters which he had no
opportunity to revise, and which were not written with
a view to the use that is now made of them. The apology
is not for the contents of the volume. These will reveal
even to the critic and stranger a style and poetic fancy
that have a place in that great body of virile soldier literature that marks a new era in American letters. A few
of the things set down here first appeared in The Indianapolis News for which Hilton U. Brown, Jr., so far as
military censorship would permit, was correspondent,
[ix]
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both on the Mexican border and in France. But there
are also personal letters, poems and fragments written
from hospitals, dugouts or shell-holes. Doubtless these
might some day have become the texts for ampler efforts.
But the opportunity never came, and the material is presented as it has been found, in the mails or in the effects
of the departed. Struck down in his youth "on the far
advanced battle line of a great drive" in the last days of
the war, yet his life was full to the brim, suggestive of
what might have been expected from a mind already rich in
imagery and radiant of good cheer. His body was buried
in the Argonne; but his life expanded a thousand-fold
with his death. Had he lingered to old age he might
never have found a time when he could exchange his life
for so great a service to others. Not in gloom nor dismay
is he mourned, but in awe, as of something exalted and
heroic that has been sacrificed for us that survive.
Not always after this life do the disclosures of word
and deed add to the glory of one's death; but here, as
day by day, rhymes, thoughts, messages and sketches
are found and letters from comrades are received, we get
the fuller meaning of his life. And now we begin to
know him as he was, and to realize that here burned
for a few short years the flame of genius, and that here
lived one "loved of loftiest stars." And so comes a great
heritage.

(x]

Biographical
The Three Brothers, Hilton, Arch and Paul
Brought up on the Battle of Gettysburg and frequently reminded that a test of patriotism comes sharply in
some form to every generation, it was to be expected that
the three Brown boys, Hilton U., Jr., Archibald A.
and Paul V. would go to war against the German. After
Belgium was invaded and the Lusitania sunk, long before we emerged from our humiliating neutrality, these
boys, sons of Hilton U. Brown, Sr. and Jennie Hannah
Brown, together with other spirited youth of Indianapolis,
sensed the impending call to arms. Paul, the youngest,
then sixteen plus, establishing an army age at variance
with the record in the family Bible, enlisted in Battery A,
Indiana National Guard in the early months (March) of
1916, when the First Indiana Field Artillery was recruiting for the threatened war with Mexico. Hilton followed
when the trouble became imminent and the national government announced that it would take over the Guards
and send an expedition to the Mexican border.
This was early in June, 1916. College was just closing and Hilton with many of 1is classmates felt that grim
business was at hand and that if we did not have actual
war with Mexico, we would at least acquire some needed
experience with arms in preparation for European events
that were already casting shadows over the land. And
so he, with other college brothers, enlisted in Battery A
also, an organization that had been the pride of Butler
[xi]

College men since Colonel James B. Curtis, Class of '80,
had made it the best field battery in the nation's guard.
Some pictures never fade. Fathers repeat and love to
tell of a few well remembered scenes and incidents. One
will remain forever. Commencement was at hand. June
was rare and sweet, but war was in the air. Down the
street passed a group of students, Hilton among them. "I
have enlisted," he shouted gaily as he hurried by, "and am
on my way to camp!" Not as to hardships and death went
he forth, but as to high carnival. The light of youth
and glory was in his eyes and the smile and radiance of
his countenance lifted the heart of the beholder.
In the same month the Battery was called into service.
The first camp was at the State Fairgrounds, Indianapolis,
where the men were "shot" for typhoid and paratyphoid
revaccinated and put through the other horrors to which
raw recuits submit without a murmur and with the
indifference of stoics, though frequently fainting in
the process. Later the men and the guns were transferred
to Fort Benjamin Harrison and military discipline was
established. Peeling onions and digging trenches became
incidents in these young lives that had known chiefly boob
and football. But none of the hardening processes of camp
life chilled the ardor of lads grown overnight into men.
An early picture shows them shoulder deep in the hard
clay, smiling amid the flying dirt as if handling a shovel
were one of the larks of life. Gavin L. Payne was their
Captain and assumed a fatherly interest in the welfare
of his men.
"I told you," he said long afterward, "that I would
look after them and bring them back untainted as I found
them." And he did. "In fact," he added, "such men as
Hilton Brown needed no looking after; rather they
helped to look after me, and my lifelong regret will be
that I was not permitted to be with them until the end of
their military career."
Battery A became a unit at Ft. Harrison of a battalion of Artillery of which Robert Tyndall became the
[xii]

Major. He was destined to a distinguished career in the
army and served throughout the war against Germany as
Colonel of the One-hundred-fiftieth Field Artillery of the
Forty-second Division (Rainbow). Both he and Captain
Payne maintained a real interest in the subjects of this
sketch.

ON

THE MExiCAN BoRDER

This battalion of Artillery after a period of training
went to the Mexican border in July, 1916, and remained
there until the early part of the following year. Some of
the incidents of that campaign are referred to in letters
reproduced in part in this volume. Overshadowed by
greater events that followed, the Mexican border war
became only an incident in comparison, but those who
remained behind and whose farewell was shouted at the
roaring train that bore the boys with their long-barrelled
three-inch gray guns through the night away to unknown
peril, will never forget. Nor will the return of the
Batteries soon pass from memory. A committee from the
Chamber of Commerce, including many fathers of the
Indianapolis boys, went to St. Louis to meet the now
seasoned Artillerymen. At daybreak the long train with
the border veterans arrived in St. Louis and the eager
committee made a mad rush for the troop train, arousing
from sleep some of the officers and men and overwhelming
all with their welcome. All that day, as the trains made
their way to Indianapolis there were feasting and revelry.
A great welcome awaited the soldiers at Indianapolis,
but they did not disembark u~til they reached their old
camp at Fort Harrison.
Hilton returned a cannoneer and Paul, as the youngest
man in the whole battalion, had been taken by the Major
to headquarters as scout and orderly.
The mother of
these youngsters was ill at the time of their return and
was disappointed at the report that they could not get
[xiii]

leave of absence to visit her at once. But it was arranged
on the following night that they should get passes and slip
into the house by the back way. Two young giants,
exaggerated as to size by the long, heavy issue overcoats,
burst into her room and overwhelmed her. No medicine
could have had such tonic effect. Recovery was speedy.
Those were the days of happiness, good after a lapse of
years, and of great events, to recall, down to incidents
most trivial and up to hours of exalted bliss. "The past,
at least, is secure."
Paul, impetuous and unafraid, said that in all the border campaign "Hilton never had a fight, while I was
going out to the picket line every day." Each, according
to officers and men, did his duty and sustained himself as
a good soldier despite sand, fleas, pestiferous "greasers"
and the unaccustomed tropical heat. Hilton found satisfaction in his hours off in exploring the country or reading Kipling, making sketches and writing rhymes. Only
a few of these last were preserved as they were not
considered of value by him. But such as by chance
came into others' hands are cherished as reflecting a
budding genius of no uncertain lustre. Scraps of paper,
fly-leaves of books, letters, note books, Battery records,
all bore evidence of native skill with pencil or ink and of
an irrepressible humor that made him always the center
of his group and the source of endless amusement. When
the "northers" blew or the hot sun baked there was
always fun where "Tuck" Brown was. Everybody was
his friend. He was as fearless as he was cheerful and
even the camp bully quailed before his calm, level eyes.
Indianapolis proudly welcomed these border soldiers
and in due time they went back to civilian life and apparel,
returning periodically to khaki for drill or for guard duty
on occasion as at the time of the New Castle tornado
when Hilton, with others, was sent to that city to help
in maintaining order. And again he and others were
called to the State-house on report that mischief was
brewing and that German spies had been seen prowling

The two elder boys were commissioned Second Lieutenants in August, 1917, but Arch was doomed to disappointment which was forerunner of many harassing
experiences in his army life. It was discovered that he
was not twenty-one years of age and his commission was
withheld on that account.
An appeal was made to the war department and although General Edwin F. Glenn gave him all the backing the rules would allow, the department held that the
law, then in effect, that minors could not be commissioned,
was inviolable. The case was even presented to the President but with no better results.

[ xiv]
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about the basement where ammunition and small arms
were in storage.
But these alarms were merely incidents that interrupted
school life, for Hilton had returned to college, and Paul
to Shortridge High School. The United States was still
nominally at peace with Germany and no visible preparations were making for an emergency.
By April of 1917, however, the signs became ominous
and when war was formally declared, April 6, against
Germany, the First Indiana Field Artillery was mobilized
Paul went back to Battery A, while Hilton, with his
brother Arch, who had been in college, were admitted in
May as candidates to the first training camp for officers at
Fort Benjamin Harrison. Thus the three brothers became
soldiers, and all were to serve in the Field Artillery. Paul
was made battalion Sergeant Major. The battalion of
Indiana Artillery grew into a regiment, the First Indiana
that afterward came to be the One-hundred-and-fiftieth
Field Artillery, referred to above as one of the famous
units of the Rainbow (Forty-Second) Division, which
served in France from October, 1917, to April, 1919.

ARcH's HARASSING ExPERIENCE

Arch then enlisted in the Second Indiana Field Artillery, which Colonel Gavin L. Payne organized. Thorough
drilling followed. Arch became a Second Lieutenant
in the regiment and in the spring went with the other
officers of the regiment on invitation of the Federal
Government to the School of Fire at Louisville. This
course was completed after six weeks on the firing range
and those who had finished the course were recommended for commissions in the U. S. Army by Colonel
Carter, commandant, who gave an unqualified endorsement of the good work of the Indiana men. This
recommendation was turned down, the War Department
which had ruled that no more units of the National Guard
could be inducted as such into the service, now holding
that no commission should be granted for field service to
men who did not pass through the Federal training
school channels. Arch had meantime become of age and
was eligible, but was required to take again the full Artillery course, which he did, receiving his commission finally
late in November, at Camp Zachary Taylor. But the
war was ending by the time these formalities were completed and in December 1918, Arch and others of the
disappointed group of officers who had been caught in
the meshes of the military machine, were discharged into
the reserves. As a matter of record, it may be said here
that Arch like many other good soldiers who never got
across, suffered more in mental anguish from red tape
that bound him than did his brothers in the trenches of
France. At any rate he made good use of his military
training by taking charge of the Butler College Cadets in
the spring term of 1918 while he was himself drilling with
the Second Indiana.
HILTON IN FRANCE
Receiving his commission as Second Lieutenant in the
middle of August, 1917, Hilton, with nine others of his
training company, was designated for immediate service in
[xvi]

F nee He was ordered to New York, whence he sailed
s:;temher 7, on the Manchuria, by way of Halifax for
Liverpool. Arriving there September 22, he proceeded
t Southampton and then to La Havre. After three days
·~ a rest camp he was sent by way of Paris to the Saumur
Artillery School. He completed the course there late in
.the
the year and was assi~ned to service at the f;ont
Seventh Field Arttllery (Regulars), Fmt DlVlsiOn,
which was then occupying the Toul sector on the Lorraine front. Here he experienced a varied warfare during the winter of 1917-18 and became a seasoned soldier
accustomed to the life of the trenches under fire and participating in all the many activities of his division.
In the early spring of 1918 the Allies were hard pressed
on the Western front and the First Division, always
included when Americans were wanted for heavy fighting was transferred to the point of danger. The British
and French had suffered frightful losses from the formidable drive of the Germans in the Soissons and Montdidier drives. Moroccan troops and the First Division
were among the relieving units. Here Lieutenant Brown,
who had been in many skirmishes and bombardments,
participated in a major engagement. On May 12
(Mothers' Day) his horse was killed under him by an
exploding shell which seriously wounded the rider, inflicting many wounds, including one that kept him in hospitals for three months.
Letters written during this period set out his experiences, grave and gay, depict his impatience over enforced
idleness and the final glad release for active duty, made
particularly welcome by reassignment to his old unit in the
First Division.
Then came hard and continuous service for three
months. The St. Mihiel drive was the first culmination
of plans al~eady under way when he returned to his regiment. Ram, cold and mud were the accompaniments of
this campaign now beginning-the final drive through
the Argonne which broke the backbone of the German
[xvii]
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resistance and brought the enemy to his knees. These
were days of incessant and terrible fighting. For twentythree days Hilton served as liaison officer with the Infantry, going over the top day after day.
Gas and the
influenza nearly got him down but he "carried on."
Again he served as executive of his Battery, captured
German guns and maintained advanced positions under
the most trying and desperate circumstances. His men
have told how he cared for them and, to insure their
safety, assumed personal risks that he would not permit
them to take.
On November 2, 1918, he fell in with his brother,
Paul. They spent a few blessed hours together and parted
never to meet again. On the 3rd each went forward
with his Battery. The Germans were in retreat and the
Americans followed fast on their heels. The enemy
knew the ground and, with the advantage of an effective
air service, rained shells on the advancing pursuers. A
few huhdred yards beyond the little town of Nouart,
Battery D, Hilton's unit, took a position on the side of a
hill. Shells of all calibers were falling thick upon this
position. The Captain and Lieutenants Brown and
Cameron were standing by the guns directing operations
when a shell fell at their feet. The two Lieutenants
were instantly killed and several enlisted men and the
Captain were wounded. Hilton was buried with his
comrade just outside the grave-yard adjoining the town.
Late in October, after returning weary to a point of
exhaustion from liaison, but still "wearing that wonderful
smile," as the "Y" man reported, Hilton found Paul, who
had been reportrd missing, and filed a cable: "Paul and
I well. Love." But the cable, like thousands of others,
was never delivered.
The last letter received from him was dated October 23.
It was not delivered until the middle of November. News
of his death did not reach his family until December 4-a
month and a day after he had been hit. Paul was across
a valley with Battery C and did not know for an hour
[xviii]

that his brother had fallen. Such was the fury of the battle that there was no opportunity for Paul to participate
in the simple rites of his brother's funeral. Letters written by him were long delay~d, as there was no way un<ier
the regulations to get them mto the post until the Armistice came eight days later. Perhaps no period during the
war occasioned such anguish as those thirty days after the
Armistice, when thousands of American families were
waiting for word from their sons, and fearful of what it
might be when it came.
Several months after the hasty burial at Nouart
Hilton's body was removed to the concentration cemetery
near Beaumont called the American Sedan Cemetery.
Here he lies side by side with the comrade who was killed
by the same missile. A devoted French soldier's widow
Madame Wiblet, who lives at Beaumont, sees that a fresh
American flag is kept waving over his grave.

PAUL IN FRANCE
Paul Brown went over with the One-hundred-andfiftieth on the Lincoln (which was later sunk), leaving
New York in October 1917. The regiment was landed at
St. Nazaire and later went into quarters at Camp Coetquidan. Paul had in the meantime become regimental
Sergeant-Major. After three months in this camp the
command was sent to the Luneville-Baccarat sector, on
the Lorraine front. After a period under fire Paul
was designated in the early summer for the Saumur
Artillery School, where his brother had been before him.
After three months he wa<> commissioned a Second Lieutenant, about September 1, 1918. His term examinations
showed a very satisfactory grade, which led him to fear
that he would be sent home for training other units.
Following the practice of those who were trying to escape
such an assignment he did not take the examination at the
end of the term, but stood on his class grade and his mili[xix]

tary experience. These secured for him what he most
desired-an assignment to active service.
On the eve of the St. Mihiel drive he was assigned to
the Seventh F. A., First Division, which he regarded as a
coincidence and rare good luck, since this was the command in which his brother was already serving. His Battery was C however, and his brother's D. He served in the
St. Mihiel advance, escaping injury but falling a five-days
victim to influenza and gas. These days were spent in a
field hospital, and he rejoined his regiment in time for the
full Argonne campaign and was at times executive of his
Battery, and again on liaison with the Infantry. At Exermont he was cited. Here he was continuously in action
for three days and nights. (After he had warned a superior
officer that it was swelling and in danger of exploding,
one of his guns blew up with frightful loss to the crew.)
Just prior to the Armistice Kermit Roosevelt became
Captain of the Battery, and letters quoted elswhere show
the relations that existed between officers and men. The
Battery was in the extreme advance when the Armistice
was announced, much to the surprise of the men in this
Battery, who seemed to have little knowledge that a truce
was under serious consideration.
Eight days before the Armistice Hilton was killed, and
the agonizing knowledge of his brother's death added its
torture to those incessant hours of battle. On a caisson
in the rain and while advancing under fire Paul wrote the
story which after many days reached the mail through the
efforts of Walter Henry Harlow, a Y. M. C. A. man,
who proved himself on many occassions to be the soldiers'
friend.
In the last days of active warfare the regiment made
a forced march to Sedan. The roads had been cut to
pieces by heavy traffic in continuously rainy, cold weather.
After the armistice Paul went with the regiment to Luxemburg, and on to Coblenz early in December. Later
the First Division was moved out east of Coblenz to Montabar, Germany. During this winter cumulative effects

of high explosive gas and exposure resulted in Paul's being
sent to the hospital at Coblenz, where he underwent
a severe operation for his throat. He went thence to
Nice to recuperate and on his return, after a short stay
with the Battery, was again sent to the hospital (Evacuation Hospital 22). After several months in all in the
hospital he returned in the early summer to the Battery,
which was laying its plans for a further advance into
Germany in the event the Germans failed to sign the
peace agreement. After th.ey signed Paul was designated
for discharge and placd m charge of Casual Company
No. 2237 consisting of 250 men. They returned to New
York on the Imperator, sailing from Brest in July. Paul
was discharged on Long Island at the age of twenty, after
nearly three years in the army, nearly two of which were
spent in Europe. He reached home July 22, 1919. His
grades at Saumur and his other experiences gave him sufficient standing for admission to the freshman class at
Butler College.
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HE FOUGHT 'GAINST
GLOOM
Now when I die, which won't be long,
Don't sing a melancholy song,
Or pine and sigh or dim your eye
With tears that wet your lashes;
And do not wear those clothes so black,
Or let dull sorrow bend your back,
Or rave and swear, or tear your hair,
Or on your head put ashes.
Just dig for me the ..,-elcome grave,
And let a banner o'er me wave,
So grand and free and peacefully,
But let it all be snappy!
Put on my tomb my humble name,
And let below it words proclaim:
"He fought 'gainst gloom." The fight resume!
Go make some others happy.
[ 1)
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LIFE IN THE OFFICERS' TRAINING
SCHOOL
FT. BENJAMIN HARRISON
INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA,
MAY

29, 1917.

DEAR CHRIS-Work has been getting harder out here
as our toughening process goes on. We get up early and
do not rest until noon, then they get us out right after
noon mess and run us through fantastic and snake-like
formations that are presumed to be company lines. This
is supposed to cover an hour and a half, but after the
period is over it usually takes the best part of another hour
to find little squads that have gone astray-thrown off,
as it were, by the centrifugal force of the s':artling company formations. My squad started out as thirteenth in
line this morning and ended up some place in a dense
thicket far to the south of the drill grounds. We are
having combat drill now, which means lying on one's stomach in the wet grass for long intervals, after which we arise
and dash over one hundred yards of ground, only to haul
ourselves into a fresh mud puddle or a pile of rocks or
the remains of a precious picnic.
After butchering up an imaginary foe and our only
pair of trousers, we assemble in the squad room and tht:
captain asks us to explain in detail the different movements
gone through previously on the parade ground. It is
then that the unsophisticated and exhausted "embryo
officer" learns what should have been done when he led
his innocent squad from its charted place in line to some
lonely spot far from madding throngs, and converted
it from a well-organized and good-natured unit of eight
men in double rank, to a congested, swearing tangle of
blood-thirsty ruffians.
[ 2]
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Before evening mess we line up again and after the
major says "wally cazoo" (or something like that which
means "pass in review") we go over again the dizzying
and serpentine formati_o?s while the band plays "Who'd
a'thunk it'-' or other m1htary tunes. After mess we again
line up (we line up to receive mess and also to swish our
mess pans in the greasy ooze that was wash water an hour
before) and march in front of the Post Exchange where
we listen to some sage instructor who informs us that
owing to the enemy's artillery barrage, and the rising
mirage, we are liable to end in garbage unless our brains
we massage.
H. u. B. ]R.
[Between the letter above, May 29, at Fort Benjamin Harrison,
and the letter following, from New York, August 30, there is a gap in
Hilton's correspondence. During this time he finished his training at
· Ft. Harrison. Immediately on the conclusion of his training voluntee1s were called for to go at once to France. Hilton considered himself fortunate in being selected as one of these.]

IN NEW YORK
AuGusT 30, 1917.
DEAR DAD-You will see by this letter head that we
are in a New York hotel. It is crowded to the guards
with officers and we have to keep saluting constantly. We
have traveled all over the big city, in taxies, busses, elevated, subway, surface cars and ferry-boats and have spent
money lavishly-that is for Second Lieutenants.
H. U. B. ]R.
NEw YoRK, SEPT. 1, 1917.
The lifting fog gives sign of breaking day,
The morning wind brings sounds from off the bay,
Far inland babes awake and start to bray,
One hour ago, Old Brown just hit the hay.
[ 3]
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DEAR ]ACK AND WEESA-This is merely a note to let
you know you are not forgotten. How is Hilton III? I
am enjoying myself in the big city, spending lots of money
and getting ready to sail away. If the folks think I am
running short on "rocks" please tell them that I got some
pay here and that I can get by very nicely. I have
bought one of those officers' caps and now look not unlike
an elevator boy.
There is a wonderful huge whiskey sign just opposite
my hotel window and I get much inspiration by just looking up from this letter doing "eyes left" as directed in
drill regulations (I forget the page and paragraph). As
it is time to eat-! mean dine-! must cease. Hoping
you are as well as when I left you.

H. U. B. ]R.
RECEIVES SAILING ORDERS
NEw YoRK CITY, SEPTEMBER 1, 1917.
We have received our sailing orders, date, hour, pier,
etc., but of course cannot divulge the facts. We have
finished up our jobs of reporting, drawing pay and mileage allowance and have nothing more to do but stay here
in New York at $6 or $7 a day on a $4 salary. It is indeed a gay life. "Of course I live beyond my means for
I'm Captain in the army."
I have been going hither and yon at Tow's dictation
for I have seen most of the principal sights here before
and am helping him have a good time, his idea of which
seems to be to witness as many baseball games as possible.
We have seen two already-one a double-header-both
very good articles of ball. I shall have time to write again
before sailing, so until then will not say "good-bye" but
"au reservoir."
LovinglyH. U. B. ]R.
[ 4]
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BEFORE LEAVING
HoTEL MARTINIQUE, NEW YoRK CITY,
SEPTEMBER 6, 1917.
DEAR DAD-I am not breaking faith with state secrets,
1 think, when I tell you that this will be the last letter
you will get from me from this port. I am getting ready
to write you at some length and hope it will be a fitting
introduction to our renewal of long-distance correspondence. Give my regards to all the folks, and take good
care of yourself, Dad, and continue to be the best father
in all the world to your big family of sons and daughters.
I speak for them all.
H. u. B. ]R.
ON THE WAY
SEPTEMBER, 1917.
[Lieut. Brown sailed from New York on the Manchuria, September
7 1917 stopping at Halifax several days; arriving at Liverpool Sept~mbe; 22, and going thence to Southampton and to Le Havre. After
three days in a rest camp, he went via Paris to Saumur. All this was
learned from a comrade after the war.]

DEAR FATHER-I hope you did not waste time looking
through the papers for news of our departure. You will
not find it there nor in the "movie shows." Uncle Sam
did not care to make "copy" of our embarkation. Nor
was there any ceremony held over our leave-taking. The
boat simply left pier with all olive drab clothed passengers
securely hidden in their state-rooms. All visions of the
ship leaving a pier covered with cheering and weeping
people, bands playing, flags waving, moving picture machines clicking, faded away when the ship's commander
announced that everyone would remain in his stateroom
until the boat had reached Sandy Hook. Therefore there
were no tearful farewells of the Statue of Liberty amid
the roar of saluting cannon-only a last glimpse of New
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York as seen through the port-hole of the cabin; and yet
there was the thrill of leaving the best country in the
world to do our bit to keep her honor bright.
The first day all hands aboard were getting acquainted
with each other and with the various parts of the vessel.
Also, we were waiting with fear and trembling for the
first signs of seasickness, either in ourselves or comrades,
and so the pleasure of the first day was marred by this
"watchful waiting" which was all in vain, as the ship rode
too steadily to upset even the most delicate stomach.
However all meals for the first day were eaten in a manner indicating that the diner expected to have renewed
acquaintance with each morsel later on.
The second day out it rained all morning and the
weather grew colder. In the late afternoon the skies
cleared and the officers crowded the deck, admiring a
wonderful marine sunset and using their new field glasses
in an effort to find a hostile or friendly craft on the horizon. The presence of several small sailing vessels indicated that we were not far off shore.
The third day out was one of the most pleasant of our
entire voyage. The sun shown brightly all day and we
spent the time on deck, either lolling in chairs or strolling
about or playing at shuffle-board. About nine o'clock
in the morning we were startled out of our calm by
the sudden crash of the big (censored) gun at the
stern of the boat. A moment later and the guns on
the forward deck barked out a salvo. Great excitement ensued. Some rushed for lifebelts, others for lifeboats, and some of the more curious seized their field
glasses and swept the seas for signs of demolished Uboats. The next volley from our guns pointed out the
cause of our alarm and the gunners' mark-just an
old barrel used for target practice-and what happened to
that barrel made the sun shine more brightly and the sea
[6]
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b come even more glossy. No longer did we fear the
derman subs. I only wish the kaiser coul~ ~ave seen that
marksmanship. He ~ould h~ve changed his Idea about the
success of his submanne pohcy, I am sure.
During the course of the morning I found out that only
about half of the members of the Third Battery assigned
for this voyage were on 0e boat. Paul Ragsdale and
Whitney Spiegel are not with us. However there are but
few Infantry officers aboard, most of us being Artillery or
Medical Corps. From the Third Battery we have First
Lieutenants Harry Travelbee and Fred Johnson, and
Second Lieutenants John Jordan and Earl (Tow) Bonham.
We from the Ft. Harrison Artillery section are occupying staterooms adjoining one another, three men to a
room. Tow and I are with Russel Sayer from South
·Bend, Indiana.
William E. Gavin, whose father is a close friend of
yours, lives just across the corridor from me, and Arthur
Braxton, of Paoli, and Lewis Moorehead, a Greenfield
native who was on the border with the Purdue Battery,
have the next cabin.
Late in the afternoon of the third day out we entered
a harbor and we all thought we might get shore leave and
have a good time in the town. But we were only taken
back into a small bay and allowed to "rest" for several
days, during which time we became thoroughly acquainted
with the boat, passengers, crew, other boats in the harbor,
and the shore of the harbor' itself as seen through the
field glasses. It was here that we began to get tired of
staying cooped up aboard, and were glad we had not
chosen the navy as a means of doing our bit.
The service on the boat has been good. The stewards
and waiters have all served with army transports before
and treat us accordingly. The other troops they have
[7)
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"shipped with," however, were enlisted men, and they
were not accustomed to the generous tips we have tendered from time to time. Each donation brings out a
marvelous increase in speed and "pep" and we are getting
"badly" spoiled by such luxuries as second helpings to pie
and ice cream, and pitchers of ice water and oranges
brought by the room stewards about bed-time. The
meals are remarkable~the quantity, quality, and the
variety.
A supply of candy was laid in by the ship's barber but
that has been expended. Tobacco is still holding out, as
well as soft drinks. We are completely out of current
literature though, and have fallen back for support on
such old favorites as "Twice-Told Tales," "Canterbury
Tales," "Black Beauty," etc., etc., from the ship's library.
There were boats from many countries in the harbor,
vessels came and went every day, and it was interesting to
study the various boats as they passed us. There were
several ships with "Belgian Relief" painted on the sides.
One of these passed by us, and as it was alongside some
lieutenant in our boat called across to a member of the
relief ship's crew, who was leaning on the rail-"We are
Belgian relief, too, old man!" Cheers from the "Belgian Relief."
About four steamers came in bearing U. S. soldiers,
and we saluted each other with cheers. We found out
where each boat was from by means of semaphore arm
signalling and many of us held long-distance conversations
with some unknown from another boat.
We tried fishing to pass time, but with no success. The
only signs of life in the water were gauze-like jelly-fish
or Portuguese men-of-war. We finally rigged up a net
and caught some of these creatures. Great excitement!
The decks were lined with eager landsmen, each giving his
bit of advice, but all raising their voices in praise and joy
[8]
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when the first oozy, gelatinous creature was hauled in.
We also had life-boat drill, which helped to pass the time.
The officers of the boat gave the boat drill as a test to
find how long it would take to get from the staterooms
to the boats. When the signal was given, every man on
board was already at his post, life belt on and ready to
spring into the boat-! Time for drill-nothing flat.
On the evening of the third day in the harbor, (Halifax), or the sixth day out of New York, we started on our
real trip across the Atlantic. All day we had noticed
signs of life on the boats around us, and finally, about
four o'clock in the afternoon, we slowly steamed out
in line. People from the town crowded the docks and
waved us a farewell, and when we were passing out
to sea we met two big British cruisers lined up to
bid us goodbye. The sailors were massed at the bow
while their band played "The Star-Spangled Banner."
We answered back with three long cheers, but lumps
in our throats kept us from doing ourselves justice.
Passing the second cruiser was much less formal.
Its band was playing "Good-bye Broadway, Hello
France," and we cheered each other lustily until we
were far down the bay. Some officer near me on the deck,
expressed my sentiments when he said, "Great Scott, we
can't help from winning when there's feeling like that
between us!" One young officer, just out of college, and
in true university style, bellowed out, "Raw! Raw! Raw!
England! England! England!"
After we were clear out of the bay, we headed due east
(censored). When we had traveled some distance, and
night began to close in, we realized we were really on our
way "over there," and we also realized that we were not
playing around just off-shore but were out in the rough
water. The ship began an insidious side roll. A slight
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dizziness set in, the supper just eaten was lodged about
half way down. Nothing for that like exercise, so a brisk
walk is begun up and down the deck, but the rolling continues, and even increases, also dizziness. Perhaps lying
down is better; no there is just one thing to do, to stagger
to the rail, groping blindly-:-but I draw the curtain over
our anguish. Next morning there are many faces missing
at the breakfast table, and the room steward has but few
bunks to make. But who is that singing on the deck?
"This is the life for me! Life, life on the o-o-o-shun
waves!" It is none of the passengers, it is a member of the
crew, seated on a spar and smoking a foul pipe while his
face is flooded with the happiest of smiles. He is back
"home."
I find by my diary that we had been five days out of the
harbor before we passed another boat, evidently a
freighter. If the captain of the vessel had known how
many pairs of field glasses were focused on him, he would
probably have been seized with stage fright and retired to
the hold of the ship until we had gone over the horizon.
On Sunday we had religious exercises on board, conducted by the purser. In view of the fact that we were
in the danger zone, the services were even more impressive than usual. The fourteenth day out of New York
was marked (censored here). We are reaching our destination.

H. U. B. ]R.

FIRST LETTER FROM FRANCE
SAUMUR, FALL OF 1917.
DEAR DAD-I have neglected writing to you since we
disembarked, chiefly for the reason that I was afraid to.
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1 have seen so much and so many people affected by this
war that I am sure that if I had written earlier, you would
have thought I had gone crazy. We all thought in the
United States that we knew ~retty well wha~ was ~oing
on here, knew what war was hke; b'!t we don t. It .1s too
big for a nation whose largest army m the field was m the
Civil War, a million men. Here a million troops does
not seem so large a force. We see soldiers everywhere,
chiefly French soldiers in their light blue suits and their
red trousers and English "Tommies" who have been
wounded and are resting up here in France before going
back to the trenches. And yet the necessary industries
seem unhindered. Boys, women and old men are doing
their bit in a nobly capable manner.
I am well situated, here. [At the Saumur Military
School.] I have a comfortable room, fine meals, and
wonderful facilities for learning. Tow and I have finally been separated. I think he is in for some extra-good
work, but I am here where I can learn about the military
work, and know that I will enjoy it thoroughly.
I saw this thing in an English rest camp: The Tommies had written their names, the date of their enlistment and also the date when they arrived in rest camp.
One had written "Sapper So-and-So, enlisted 1915, rest
camp 1917," and then under it had written, "Bloody near
time, too!" A lot of the history of the war is being
written on cars, walls and tents by these soldiers back
from the "lines."
I am writing this letter chiefly to let you know I am
still alive. My brain is not settled enough to write much
else yet. Tell the folks and all my friends "Hello" and
write as soon as possible about Paul. I wish we could be
together again.

H. U. B. ]R.
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SEBAT
SAuMuR, FRANCE, OcTOBER

7, 1917.

SuNDAY MoRNING.

FoLKS-Things are a bit disorganized here at
the school this morning as the daylight-saving system has
been invoked and the clocks set back one hour. So nobody knows whether we eat at 12 o'cloc~ by the new schedule or 11 o'clock by the old; or whether the regular meal
schedule is carried out on Sunday anyhow. I shall have
to send Sebat (orderly) out to learn the correct hour
though that is a great deal harder than going myself.
His little English and my little French don't mix as well
as one could hope for. It would be all right if we could
both remain calm and clear-minded but the minute one
of us begins a sentence the other thinks he knows the
meaning and starts out on a clearer definition. He will
set out gloriously with his English, then pause, go on
in· French at a terrible speed, revert to English or a hash
of the two, then stop and tap his forehead which is by this
time beaded with sweat, and say, "I oublie" (I forgot).
Then I start in French, but Sebat looks as if some one
had dropped a piano on him from a great height, so I
stop and start acting out my thought. I will look at my
wrist watch, registering interrogation, then sit down at
the table simulating dining, much to Sebat's interest
and artistic criticism. When he grasps the meaning he
smiles broadly and says, "Oh, oui! oui! oui !" ·and then
he tells me how I should have said the thing in the first
place. I repeat after him until I can ask the whole question to his entire satisfaction and then he departs with
alacrity, returning presently with some incomprehensible
news, which finally translated means that breakfast is over
and the next meal I can get is lunch, the hour of which he
does not know! By this time lunch is over. Fighting
DEAR
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in your own country has more advantages than just knowing the country.
.
.
Sebat is a rare character. He IS about thirty-three and
is one of ten children, six of them boys and all in the war.
He has pictures of all of them and tells me how many
times each has been wounded. In the Sebat family they
have stopped a large percentage of the bullets the Boche
have fired. One of them has five wounds, two others four
each and my man has one bullet wound and has been
gassed. He is proud of his injury, as it came from an
aeroplane bomb. He acted out the scene, pointing toward
the sky and humming loudly. Then down comes the
bomb, "z-z-z-z-z-z-z" blooey! as loud as you can yell.
Then a grand upheaval of earth, guns, Sebat, etc. Hence
his wounds. He is a true man and a typical French
soldier.
H. u. B. JR.
TOO MANY BROWNS
OcTOBER

26, 1917.

Dear Father-! have not heard one single word from
home yet, and it seems strange because nearly everybody
else here has. Perhaps it is due to too many Browns for
the postmaster to look after. I am not worried at all, and
I hope you are getting my letters regularly.
I suppose you have heard of the good showing our
troops made in connection with the second Liberty loan. I
did my little bit and took fiv~ bonds.
I suppose Paul is in France by now, but I do not know
his address, that is, the number of his regiment, etc., but
h<., pe you will send it to n1e in y:mr first letter. I probably
have a great many friends in France now, but have not
hord from any of them, yet.
H. u. B. JR.
[ 13]
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ON HALLOWE'EN WITHOUT
LETTERS
OcTOBER 31, 1917.
DEAR PARENTs-Tonight at home is Hallowe'en, and
more important, the - . -( ?)th wedding anniversary of
the two best people in all the wide, wide world. Isn't
that so? Jean, Jessie, Julia and Mike, (if present) Mary
Jack, Weesa and Hilton III will testify. I suppose you
are having some celebration on a small scale, the girls all
dressed up, and the. Forsythes and Collier helping out.
Here it is quiet although tomorrow is a holiday-All
Saints' Day. But the· men are too tired with drills,
examinations, etc., to frolic much tonight. If I could
get a letter from you folks I might feel like celebrating,
but my mail has been held up and I think I am about
the only man in the school who has not had a word from
home. I have written to the censor and will probably
get an early response.
We are doing a good deal of field work which takes
us out among the neighboring villages. Sometimes we
go on bicycles; and other times on horseback and in automobiles.
It is great sport and quite a relief from
the routine of theory, formula and drill regulations in
general. A man gets lost from the main section nearly
every day, and then must trust to his knowledge of French
and his map of the country to find the section again, or
even the school. I have been lost myself and know what
a job it is, even with two years of college French to back
me up. A fellow will pedal along, up hill and down
dale, searching in vain for trace of his comrades, even
searching the roads for bicycle tracks, and will eventually
come upon a village, where the natives crowd eagerly
around him, inspecting his uniform and kit and talking
among themselves about what a queer looking wop this
[ 14]
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stranger is, wondering where he came from and what he
wants. Meantime the stranger looks about him, at the
village church, etc., to show that he is not in the least
embarrassed at this close investigation, and trying to form
an intelligent French question. At last he thinks he has
it and starts out, as rapidly as possible, (to show that
h~ is quite at home with the language) gets tangled up,
starts anew, makes more mistakes and finally says something that, translated in French, would be "You are seeing
something American." At this attempt the natives break
into wild cheers of "Vive L'Amerique !" and retire again
to their labors or their cafes, with the day much brighter
as a result of their experience. Some stay, of course, and
talk with the stranger until he leaves, dazedly, as if in
a trance. When out of sight of the village, he halts,
takes out his map and compass and figures out for himself where he is and where he should go, which is what
·he should have done in the first place, being good training and also strengthening to self-reliance.
My room-mate has come back and taken his pen from
me so I must close.
H. U. B. JR.
PAUL IS PROMOTED
NOVEMBER [Probably], 1917.
[Paul's letter is introduced here in chronological order and others
will be presented as adding to the completeness of the series of Hilton's
letters.]

DEAR MoTHER-By this time I hope you have heard
again from Hilton. I have tried to reach him but it will
take time, and I cannot hope for a reply before another
week. To think he may be in this same camp and our
never finding it out until too late seems unreasonable, but
it is quite possible. Colonel Tyndall tells me he would be
delighted to effect his transfer if I could get hold of him.
[ 15 l
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I am not with the regiment at present but expect their
arrival at any time. The messenger we sent back returns
with the news that I have been promoted from battalion
to regimental major. This was indeed unexpected.
Of course I am already impatient to get up to the front
and at 'em. My health is perfect and my spirit as wild as
ever. I hope this experience will open my eyes to the big
things in life. My French, by the way, is coming along.
I can't speak a single word correctly yet, but I make queer
noises that sound Frenchy and get marvelous results.
For instance some one told me the word for jelly rolL
What I got was a yard of bread and a box of cheese.
Prices of course jump three-fold when the American
enters. The French pastry comes high but has an unrivaled taste. I can speak the word c-h-o-c-o-1-a-t far
better than any Frenchman that ever lived. They often
try to copy me with expressions of wonder on their
countenances before they run and bring me a cup of
chocolate while all I wanted was a bar of Swiss milk chocolate. They have patience and laugh when we cannot
understand each other. The women do everything a man
can do and seem cheerful considering conditions.
The "Sammies" (I don't care particularly for the
name) are in the greatest of spirits, all eager to learn and
read} for work. Once in a while you see one with the
"Bull-Frog Blues," usually reading a letter from home,
about "steen" months old. A letter from you acts quite
the opposite on me. If all's well at home this part of the
army will never have cause for "blues."

P. V. B.
"A LETTER FROM HIS DAD"
NovEMBER 10, 1917.
DEAR DAD--I start out with this "lead": "Your first
letter came yesterday." On reading over the first line of
[ 16]
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my "copy," I find that it should read "received a letter
from you for the. first time," as it was evidently not your
first. As I feared, my mail was held up somewhere, in
fact is still lost.
Now to tell you about the letter! Dad, I didn't know
how sick I was to hear from home until I was handed that
News envelope last night at mess. And then when I got
to mY room and read what you had to say, well I nearly
went "nuts" for sure. I always feel that "choking" sensation when I get a letter from you, but this was more
than that. If more parents wrote your kind of letter,
envying me in "my part of the mighty operations," instead
of handing out this "poor boy" drivel, the war would soon
be won. I wish the situation at home would permit your
joining us as chaplain for I know some lucky regiment
would gain immeasurable impetus for going over the top
or launching a barrage. Anyhow, you are my chaplain,
for every letter I get from you will be received as a sermon
(or what ever you call a chaplain's counselling.)
H. U. B. }R.

GETTING AN EDUCATION
NovEMBER 14, 1917.
DEAR JEAN-I have just been knocked off my feet by
a letter from Paul, written here in France, so don't mind
if I write "Octember" in dating this gentle epistle. I
feel like the corresponding secretary of K. A. T. as I
have received eleven letters in three days. Your letter
was tres bien but I w on't try to answer in Francais, as I
parle bien peu, so of course couldn't (look up first person
singular, present, of "eerier" for me, will you?)
I was glad to hear that Mike is stepping out and is also
keeping up in his military. You write an exceedingly
[ 17]
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cheerful letter. If I don't answer, write anyhow. I will try
to keep up, although there is not much I can write about
and no ~ime to write in. At present I should be making a
map (class in geography stand up). We get everything
from calculus up and down here, so you see I am at last
getting an education.
But I must not spend my time writing to you when an
entire army's fate awaits my map-making. Tell mother
I got her great letter and will write next to her.
H. u. B. ]R.
HOOSIERS AND HOOSIER SONG
NovEMBER 15, 1917.
DEAR FATHER-I told Jean in my letter to her last
night that my next would be to mother, but as I owe
you a letter also, and as mail gets to your office more
quickly, I send this in your name. Tell the folks that
I can't answer all their letters individually, as I haven't
the time, but will write usually through you.
How does it feel to have two boys in France? When
I received that letter from Paul I nearly went insane with
pride. I would strut up to all my acquaintances and say,
"Well, my brother, the Sergeant-Major of the 150th, just
wrote me a letter from Somewhere in France, today!"
I feel a species of guilt for not being with him now, for
we were such wonderfully intimate "bunkies" for six
months that I think we should have stuck together. I
commanded him to write once a week so we would be in
touch all the time. It seems queer that we should both be
in the same country and not have the slightest idea of one
another's whereabouts.
Tell Mr. Hersch ell that he figures in France. We
were sitting around in the fields yesterday, waiting for
transportation, and to while away the time we started
[ 18]
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singing. All the popular songs had their turn, and finally,
when things began to drag, Jordan and I sang "Long
Boy." Jordan is from Indianapolis, and of the old Third,
Battery I, Training Camp. The rest of the section had
never heard the song before, and they went wild over it.
We had to sing it over and over, and finally it was unani~
mously adopted as the Third Section song. So let "Bill"
know that "Good-bye Maw, Good-bye Paw" is being sung
at all formalities of the section, around here, and will
probably go on with the members to their new assignments when the school breaks up.
We have been working hard this week with no signs
of a let-up, and are anxious to get into the trenches for
much needed rest.
From now on we should be in fairly close communication, as the lines are open again. Tell mother her sweet
letter was a godsend and that I will write her a personal
letter Sunday, two days hence.
Love to all,
HILTON U. BROWN, Jr.,
2nd Lt., F. A.
FRENCH COLORS
SAuMUR, NovEMBER 15, 1917.
DEAR WEESA-I've got 2,098,762 letters to write tonight. Your letter, which was exceedingly good, was one
of the first received from "the old country," as we now
call the U. S.
Autumn in France! The grapes have all been gathered,
squeezed and stored away in casks-the first step in the
process of booze making. The fruits, apples and pears
are ripe and are being picked; the carrots, cabbage and
celery, etc. are ready for the harvest; and the leaves are
[ 19]
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suffering heavy casualties every day, and can be heard at
all hours of the night dropping to the ground with sickening though gentle thuds. We do not have brilliant colors
in the trees. The leaves just turn brown and drop
off. However, the lack of tone in the foliage is more than
made up by the French soldiers' uniforms. There are
hardly two uniforms alike in the whole army, and it is
not fair if you don't wear a lot of red and gold. · When
the mere privates line up for mess it looks like a beautiful
rainbow. I always think of that kindergarten song I
learned in early childhood, "Gold and crimson tulips, lift
your bright heads up." And when the officers get together, Oh Boy! Mr. Forsyth picturing the Iroquois
Theater fire, and using all his paints, could not give you
the slightest idea of the Riot of Color. His picture would
look like Grandma in mourning compared to Officers'
Meeting in the French Army. Seriously, I wish you were
here to paint some of our French captains, for they certainly are snappy looking men. Black, red and blue uniforms setting off sharp features, black eyebrows and
moustaches. Doesn't that sound romantic? We American officers are beginning to spruce up a bit under such
company. I have had a French-tailored suit made, also
riding boots and breeches. Also a leather riding crop.
(The kid is klever!)
I should sure like to see Hilton III. Can he walk or
talk yet? If so, please write Lieutenant Nig Melville,
Camp Taylor, for he is quite worried about his slow progress. He said before I left : "That baby is going to be a
big expense before he gets useful."
Don't mind if I sound a bit crazy. You see I have
heard from home about ten times in the last week-the
first since September 1-so I am to be excused. Have had
letters from you, Dad, Mother, and Jean-and the other
six from-well, I give you two guesses.
[ 20]
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About my life here, there is not much to say. Just
work, work, work, and more of the same. What we are
all fearing now is that we will be returned before we get
into action, and that would not do a-tall! We are getting a stiff education in modern warfare, however, and
are also getting expert equitation, or horseback riding,
al~ng with it. Every day we have been here we have
ridden one hour without stirrups and lately mostly on
the gallop! What time we have off is quite good, however, as this town is interesting, even if small. I am
quite chummy now with the Monsieur of the leading cafe
and he talks to me a lot about the history of the surrounding country, and is quite glad when we teach him American dishes to cook up for us.
H. U. B. Jr.

WORRY WOULD SPOIL THE WAR
NovEMBER 17, 1917.
DEAREST MoTHER-! have put off answering your fine
letter until Sunday, as I do not feel capable of expressing
much sense or sentiment on week-days. (My instructors
here will testify to that, I am sure.) We have been cramming so much new information into our systems and
have been so busy getting accustomed to European modes
of living, that we are all in a sort of trance. At the
present writing I am literally surrounded by stacks of
pamphlets, lectures, regulations, instructions, notices, maps,
etc., etc., which I should be *orking on. But this will not
interest you. The European modes of living of which I
just hinted, darkly, will probably be more to your idea of
news.
We dine well, although the French are strong for the
very things I don't like, namely vegetables and cheese;
!21)
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also salads and fish. But I must confess with a few
blushes that I have mastered them all, except fish and a
horrid mixture of eggs and onions (only fancy!). Have
you ever eaten fried celery, au jus? Carrots avec creme?
Stewed spinach? Chicoree? Rice a gras? etc., ad infinitum?
We have them regularly and they are "swell." You
would have a great time here with food.

it is simply part of him. Please don't feel that you have to
write to me very often. I know how busy you are; but
write sometimes when you feel like it what no one else

I have a bank account with the Bank of France, and
have been duly presented with a bank and check book,
all quite funny, my name engraved or etched or printed
I know not which, but quite artistically done, on each
check. I would send you a small check as a souvenir if
the name of the town were not on it. I am afraid it
would not get by the censor. You will be astounded no
doubt when I tell you that the book shows 1,000 (one
thousand) francs to my credit. But don't worry. I will
soon be rid of it, or most of it, at least. My new uniform
I have ordered cost 215 f. and my new boots 180 f. and
so you see it is not hard to "run through" even such a fortune! An American dollar is now worth 5. 70 francs here.
Leather, cloth and tobacco are even "dearer" here than
they are back home and I am glad I have a little surplus,
for my clothing and equipment are not adequate as yet.
I spend a lot of time thinking about you folks back
home and wondering how you are getting along. Eat lots
of that good American food, and when you have pie think
of me.
We are all preparing for life in the dugouts and if we
don't get it we will be horribly disappointed. Don't dare
think that we are suffering over here, and don't worry
or grieve about me, mother, for I can take care of myself.
But if I thought you were losing sleep over me, it would
spoil the whole war. You said in your letter that you
were afraid you did not show enough feeling. Rest content on that score. No son needs signs of mother-love-

F. A. ScHOOL oF INsTRUCTION, SAUMUR, FRANCE.
NovEMBER 23, 1917.

[ 22]

can write.

H. U. B. }R.
UNWRITTEN LETTERS

To THE FoLKS AT HoME-You ask me to write
about what we are doing and seeing, but even if I could
1 would not have the heart. It is not for us over here to
bruise the tender hearts of those back home. Why should
we cloud sunny skies with epistles such as the followingDEAREST LuLu-We had equitation again this morning
which is horseback riding without stirrups. I only fell
off twice and the instructor said I was showing great improvement. He stands in the middle of the ring and we
ride around him. He says, "Take the reins in both hands
and prepare you for the trot." We do this for about five
minutes until we are sore and then he says, "Push your
horse and take the gallop." "Pushing" your horse means
to kick him in the stomach which makes him buck and rear
up and run something fierce. Then the instructor says,
"No, no, Meester Brown, leave go the pommel, sit down
on saddle Meester Brown, and ride your horse. Poosh
heem, poosh heem. Ah, vezy well, continue to gallop."
Surely you want no such letter as that.
Nor would you want to hear of how examinations are
carried on:
"Meester Brown, come to the board and show us by
plotting the trajectory of a projectile what influence the
weight of a litre of air has on the ballistic coefficient."
[ 23]
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you imagine how many centuries t~is ~oil has been un~er
cultivation?" It set all of us to thmkmg of the changmg
order of things. That very field was being plowed while
the old chateau on the crest overlooking the river was
being constructed. It was tended by vassals and serfs
of the nobles who dwelt there while the castle was new,
away back i~ the nint~ or tenth century. And ever since
then it has yielded up Its crop year by year, through many
war; and invasions until the present time, when it is
worked by an old soldier of the war of 1870, who has two
sons now, somewhere on the "line."
It all seems so strange to us, who know so little of army
life or war, to know that from this time back to the half
forgotten centuries, this same locality has been accustomed
to men in uniform. The men who are our instructors, were
trained by veterans of '70, who in turn were taught by
men who had gained experience in wars on back past
the Napoleonic era, and all here at the same town. We
are indeed, the heirs of centuries of warfare, and I only
hope we can "carry on" as the men before us have done.
H. u. B. ]R.

The explanation is so involved with sin.es and co-sines,
of Alphas, Sigmas, Deltas, etc., that you would think we
were having a Pan-Hellenic conference.
A holiday for next Thursday, Thanksgiving, is no longer
a rumor, it is a fact, and the quartermaster is trying to
get turkeys for us. Quite sporty for such a wicked war.
Maybe we will get some sugar for our coffee. But that
is too much to hope for. Sugar is one of the scarce ·,md
rare articles around here, but we make up for its lack by
eating candy from the commissary department. Good
candy at that. Comme ca. The only thing I regret is
that they do not have gum drops. Please don't stop drinking tea or coffee at home. I get so much pleasure out of
thinking that while I drink this ink over here you are
inhaling good old blended coffee with cream.
TucK, 2nd. Lieut. F. A.
AN OLD, OLD COUNTRY
NovEMBER 25, 1917.
DEAR FATHER-I wonder if all soldier letters home
are as cramped and uninteresting as I feel mine to be?
There are, of course, many interesting things and events
here, the recording of which might not fall under the
ban of the censor, but we have unhappily become so accustomed to them that they fail to stimulate our interest.
Negligence in letter writing leads to a failing in vocabulary and mode of expression, and so, when something does
occur worth noting, the mind fails to respond and the
pen falters.
We are just beginning to realize here, that we are
living in an old, old country. We were resting beside a
newly plowed field yesterday, and one of my comrades
picked up a clod of dirt from a furrow and said: "Can

HIS NAMESAKE AND NEPHEW
N ovEMBER 29, 1917.
DEAR WEESA-I am going to "warm up" on youmeaning that I have many letters to write and am sending
you the first.
I feel as if I had been tapped on the head with a twenty
pound hammer. •
Question: "Why?"
Answer: "The boy has been buying Christmas presents."
Wait till you see yours, mon doo! You sure will pass
away. I am no hand at all at even thinking of anything
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to buy. Finally I had an inspiration. Why not get something for Wild Hilton, the boy wonder, and let that pass
for the whole family? No sooner said than agreed upon.
The next question was, what? I asked all my friends
what is good for a nephew. I got many answers-skates,
cigarette holder, golf sticks, etc. Finally I asked the
Madame of the cafe. She is a nice old lady with no children, so I thought she would be a good judge. She took
me by the hand to that fatal lace shop, and when I returned to the street and consciousness I had bought something. Please accept at least the spirit that tempted me to
my fall. I know the kid is all ·the world to you, and so I
remember you both, through him. If the lace blanket
doesn't fit his bed or carriage, or isn't any good (as I am
sorely afraid) or does not arrive, remember that I did my
best anyhow.
Today is Thanksgiving and I have more to be thankful
for than the wristlets and pecans that came from you
yesterday, for I have you wonderful folks back home.
Remember that I love you all and wish you a merry,
merry Christmas.
Your Brother,
H. U. B. ]R.

THOUGHTS OF CHRISTMAS
NOVEMBER 29, 1917.
DEAR MoTHER-It seems like a long, long time since
last Thanksgiving, when I had such a hard time expressing how thankful I was for having a mother like you,
but I find the sentiment is stronger than ever this year and
even harder to express. All that I can tell you is that I
have not forgotten you, and although I do not write home
to you as often as I should, I am trying to show my love
[ 26]
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for you by living my life as taught me by your mode of
living and according to your moral code.
I have been having a terrible time with my Christmas shopping but it is all over now. I have quit. I just
simply could not stand the pace. It is an awful job, especially over here.
It seems funny to send Christmas greetings on Thanksgiving day but it is necessary if I wish to be on time.
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to you all.
Lovingly,
H. U. B. }R.

CLOSING DAYS AT SAUMUR
DECEMBER, 1917.
DEAREST MoTHER-The course at Saumur is virtually
over. The classes are already finished, and so we get
more time outdoors. We have had only a little riding
until now and it is great sport. We are generally known
as the best riding section in the school (there, are about
fifty sections of eighteen men each) and so we are allowed great freedom now. We go about what was formerly the romping ground of the old cavalry officers. It
has hurdles, ditches and bridle paths all through it. I am
at last getting so that I like to jump and have put my
horse over nearly all the obstades in the field. The horse
I had today had his mind on nothing but the oats back in
the stable, so I would take him to the far end of the
course (mainly by kicking him 'the entire distance), then I
would turn him homeward and say, "Now, go to lunch!"
And maybe he wouldn't go! That horse would have
jumped the Monument if it had been in his way. The
instructor thought it was a runaway the first time, but
when I did it again he said, "Very good, Mr. Brown.
[ 27]
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That horse does not usually go so well." Maybe he was
hungrier than usual.
Our course here has been a complete revelation to me
and to all the rest of the men. We were not only
rammed, crammed and jammed full of theory, but have
had plenty of opportunity actually to try it all out in the
field. It seems impossible that the French government and
the French officer should have been able to put us through
such an extensive and complete workout. Every man
that goes away from here, will know how to ride a horse,
select favorable sites for battery positions, locate designated targets on maps and fire accurately on these targets.
We will also know these guns, which will be an advancement over most American artillery officers.
Expect at least one more letter from me from F. A.
School of Instruction, which has become a second home to
me now.
Love to all,
H.
B. ]R.

u.

PAUL AND THANKSGIVING
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 9, 1917.
DEAR MOTHER-I have just written Tuck. We are
three days apart, which seems rather close. He is always
cheerful in his letters and seems in good health. As for
myself, I am as contented as I ever was at home, probably more so, as I have a big job to do and realize the
importance of it. You probably already know I am regimental Sergeant-Major. Did I tell you of our Thanksgiving? The morning was wet and muddy and the proposed football game was called off. I slept till nearly noon.
For dinner we had turkey, dressing, mashed spuds, gravy,
cranberries, pickles, radishes, slaw, pie, peas, dates, cocoa,
[ 28]
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nd smokes, the food extraordinarily well cooked and sea:oned, all of it. After thi~ we adjourned to another cantonment and clever entertammen~ took up most of the afternoon, consisting of a mock tnal and minstrel show with
music furnished by our band. The day ended with a dance,
the "girls" supplied from the company, and cider. Some
succeeded in their endeavor to eat the evening mess.
We are planning a big Christmas already. So you see
we have lots of pep and spirit, which is going to win the
war. The General is pleased with this company because
we show so much enthusiasm and take such interest in our
work.

P. V. B.

MEETS OLD FRIENDS
DECEMBER 16, 1917.
DEAR DAD--I have spent one of the happiest afternoons since leaving home. A few days a~o I ran into
Sergeants Young, Budd and Sanders, of old Battery A,
who have been sent down here to Saumur as candidates.
They are to take a three-months' course at the school and
if they make good will get their commissions. Bill Young
is in good health and spirits as usual. Please tell his
mother I have seen him. You should remember Sergeant
Sanders, a tall serious young fellow, who was in the Supply
Company at Camp Mills as First Sergeant. Budd is a
Butler man who has decided dramatic abilities and has
been associated with the Ben Greet and other noted
Shakespearean players.
I had the three out to dinner today at the Hotel Roussot, a place made famous by the big dinners given by
cavalry officers of former days. Madame does most of
the cooking now. She showed me a picture of her old
[ 29]
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kitchen staff, and the four men in the photograph have
been killed in the war.
Well, I've strayed off the path. We had a good time, as
I said before. I learned a great deal about the changes in
the One hundred-and-fiftieth. Paul is doing well, and
Tom Hibben is the pride of the whole regiment. Abrilliant mind and hard work are telling, and all three of the
men say he is in line for the next promotion. It was fine
to talk to someone about mutual interests.
It is nearly a settled fact that we leave here about the
last of the month, but we haven't received assignments
yet and don't know where we will go. I know where
Paul is now and if I get a few days leave will surely go to
see him. I would rather do that than visit Paris.
We had a slight fall of snow today, not enough to cover
the ground, but I understand there is never a heavy snowfall around these parts. We have had another good week
as far as weather is concerned. Most of our courses are
complete and the grades are rolling in, which counteracts
the good weather. You know I am not good at school
work. I am fearfully afraid I will be given a landing
officer's job or be sent home. Either would be a horrible
fate.
·
I have dropped down to one letter a week, but remember that I am working hard but that I think of you all
quite often and long for the good old times around the
family hearth. Love to all,
Affectionately,
H. U. B. ]R.
DUTY AND SERVICE
DECEMBER 18, 1917.
DEAR DAD--There is a thrilling bridge game going on
at my table and so I am writing from a cramped position
[ 301

,

£

HILTON

U. BROWN,

JR.

~

on my bed. I am totally surrounded by mail. Seventeen
letters rolled in this afternoon. I am sorry I caused so
much rough-house about the mail service. The trouble
lay in the fact that at first the mail had to go through
French hands. Now t?at .the Army Postal Service has
been established the deltvenes are more prompt. We are
having trouble with parcels but this is only natural. I
have received two packages from the Athertons, one from
Mrs. Meredith and one from Jean. The tobacco has
fallen by the wayside but I think it will show up eventually. I h_ave a fair supply, purchased from the commissary.
It was too bad Butler fell before Rose Poly, but it is
really a virtue to have weak teams this war year, and if
the boys fought hard the glory is all theirs. I got an unsigned epistle, written in a bold free hand which I take to
be from Julia. Tell her orders are void unless signed
with name and rank.
I have neglected Mike horribly, but have been so uncertain of where he would be. Give him my apologies.
Several papers have arrived and all the Indianapolis boys
flock in here to read a home paper. I send you their
thanks. Bill Gavin sends his regards.
I inclose an example of Paul's weekly "reports," the
sincerity of which will impress on you his state of health
better than I could do.
I have suddenly realized that you people back home are
making too much over us and what we are doing. Hon·
estly, Dad, in my opinion I am doing no more than my
simple duty. It is exactly the same as grinding away at
some job to support a family: That is what we would
be doing if the war had not called us, and although there
may be more danger attached, the heroic part is nothing.
Necessity demands our presence here, but we are no
braver than the man who sweats away at a disagreeable
clerk's work,when he would be out fishing if he did not
have to keep the coal bills paid.
[ 31]
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Please don't forget that your lot is infinitely harder
than mine and that you are really doing more than I am.
It is easy enough to get down and dig under new and
stimulating circumstances, but it must be doubly hard to
stay at the same old stand and "keep your head when all
about you are losing theirs and blaming it on you."
This being near the end of the course, everything is excitement. Will write on Christmas Eve, when things will
be gay back home, I hope. Love to everybody.

H. U. B. JR.

THE SAM BROWN BELT
DECEMBER 23, 1917.
DEAR Junv-You will see by the date inscribed above,
that Xmas is drawing near, in ·fact, tomorrow night is
Xmas Eve! What excitement must be going on at the old
ranch! I hope my box arrived some time near the fatal
day.
You will find enclosed a picture of your big brother as
he appears in France. The belt with the strap across the
shoulder is called the Sam Brown Belt, and can be worn
by no one except an officer on active duty in France.
And so we are of course quite proud to wear them. We
had to have these pictures to put into our "carte
d' identite."
Well, I guess you are a very busy young lady these days
and so I should not bother you with a long letter.
Give my love to all the folks and remember me as,
Your loving brother,

H. U. B. JR.
[ 32]
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CHRISTMAS
DECEMBER 26, 1917.
DEAR DAD--I spent most of Christmas day trying to
write a letter to you, but the more I tried the more rotten
became both grammer and rhetoric, and rather than send
you a poor letter on that day I gave up in disgust. As
you already know, when I feel a deep sentiment and try
to express it, I become as helpless as a squalling babe.
Accept now, my hearty and penitent holiday greetings
and please forget the fact that I am tardy with them.
My Christmas was a good one as far as such things
can go over here. Packages have been rolling in for the
past week, but I still have some things on the way. I was
overjoyed at receiving your photo, and have hung it on
the wall for the admiration of all the section.
We know now for a certainty that we are not to be sent
back home, so all is turmoil and excitement about here.
I will have to write later. The "gang" has gathered.
Hurriedly,
H. U. B. Jr.
FAREWELL TO SAUMUR OFFICERS
DECEMBER 29, 1917.
DEAR FoLKS-The last day of my stay at the F. A.
School of Instruction has now arrived. T omorrow morning we go to join our regiment. As soon as I can I will
send my future address but I do not know it myself as yet.
It is another case of "Don't kqow where I'm goin' but I'm
on my way."
More Christmas packages have been rolling in. I got
the L. S. Ayres shipment from Paris, a more than weicame helmet from mother, candy galore from the "J's"
and a book from the college. 'Twas indeed a Merry
Christmas.
[ 33]
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It is not without some regret that I leave this old place
for it has many attractions. The French officers alone ar~
sufficient to make the place famous. There is a Cavalry
Captain here who is quite a friendly and sociable companion and who, I learned the other day, killed three Germans at the start of the war with his sabre. The French
Lieutenant who told me this, saw it himself. "He steek ze
first two like zees [illustration with riding-crop] and
zen heet ze azzer one on ze head with ze handle of hees
sword so hard it poosh heez helmet clear over heez face;
zen he was not ze pretty boy." This Lieutenant is our riding instructor and is quite insulted because the Cavalry
has nothing to do in this war.
Of our Artillery instructors, I will remember three:
The young Lieutenant who was instructor for our section,
and two Captains. One of the latter has a family living in
Alsace-Lorraine and has not heard from them since
the start of the war. His lectures are beautiful for the
intensity of the feeling he can express. The other Captain
is known for his accuracy at the target range. He has
knocked down practically all our targets in showing us
how to calculate distance, etc. As he has three wound
stripes I guess he paid for acquiring that accuracy.
Our little instructor, known to the section as "Mon
Petit," is a dandy young officer, and was quite pleased
when I gave him a cartoon just before I left. Well, I
must pack up, and will write from "Most anywheres in
France" tomorrow night. Love to all.
H. U. B. JR.
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a day and two nights in Paris, en route. I am now with
Battery D, of the Seventh. It is an old regular outfit and
therefore a good one and to my liking. We are in billets
about twenty-five miles from the front, and busier than
the legendary one-armed paper-hanger with the hives. I
am in charge of the Battery today, but as it is raining there
is nothing much to do. I have superintended grooming
and cleaning up of the stables and the men's quarters
and am now awaiting noon mess. I am quartered with
Lieutenant Jordan, of Indianapolis, which makes it pleasant for both of us.
Until the rain came we have had about four inches of
snow but now we have about six inches of a mixture of
slush and mud. I feel like an old campaigner, having
been two days in the saddle and having already proudly
said: "First Sergeant, take charge of the Battery."
You cannot imagine how crowded we are for time.
The few moments we have to ourselves must be utilized
in censoring the men's mail and the Colonel sees to it
that we are tired enough to go straight to bed after all
absolutely necessary work is done. I will look back with
pleasure on the moments of leisure at the school from
now on.
The chief event in Paris was a room with hot bath, in
which (the bath) I spent most of the night, thus ridding
myself of a bad cold and sore throat.
H. U. B. JR.
COMRADES
(ON MANEUVERS AFTER BIEN COURT)
JANUARY 15, 1918.

BATTERY D, OF THE SEVENTH
JANUARY 7, 1918.
DEAR FOLKS-I have moved many times since writing you on December 27th, passing through and spending

DEAR FOLKS-I had a page of a letter home all neatly
written (at ease, men) but that was two days ago, and
where it is now no one knows. Perhaps Jordan poked

[ 34J

[ 35]

j

.,...
~
~

HILTON

U.

BROWN,

JR.

HILTON

U. BROWN,

JR.

~

~

long intervals will not mean that I am at the front, as
there is no time to write much anywhere.
Lots of love to everybody,
H. U. B. ]R.

it into his trunk when he left for the aviation school. We
had been bunkies for a long time but now he has left to
become an aerial observer and I now am alone in a howling mob of "regulars." At any rate (to continue about
the lost letter) it can't be found and I forget what I was
writing about at that time. You can imagine how happy
I am, being with a seasoned outfit; it is certainly a grand
feeling to say again, "My Battery," for "D" is that to me
already.
I think I told you before that I am for the time being
in Department B of the Battery, which is the horses and
combat train and which furnishes plenty of chance for
good old work. I am up at 6 a. m. and work constantly till
bed time, which ranges between 7 and 9 :30 p. m. Never
later. I am blessed with a jewel of a stable Sergeant,
whose name is McNally and who is about as big as Cully
but he never omits a "Sir," in speaking to little me, but
the biggest enlisted man in the Battery trembles at a word
from him. My horse-shoer is also a darling and between
the two of them and Lieut. Cross and myself of Dept. B,
we make things hum. [Both MeN ally and the horseshoer were later reported killed.] If we should go to the
front our department might not furnish the thrills the
other part of the outfit might but we will sure be there
with the service. "The front," now that we are closer
to it, does not seem so awe or fear-inspiring; it is simply
part of the big job; and keeping the horses fed and
groomed and the stables and equipment in order is just as
important and just as interesting, too. I think I told you
in my last letter that correspondence has become almost
impossible on account of so much work. I have arranged
matters so that you will hear from three different sources
(all by cable) if anything happens to me. Therefore, as
long as no word comes you will know I am Q ..K. Also,

THE DIM, MYSTERIOUS FUTURE
}ANUARY

27, 1918.

DEAR FoLKS-This has been another long interval between letters, but I have been on the go and have not had
a decent chance to write. Even now, the procurable
stationery is not the best as you can see from this sample.
I am terribly sorry if I have caused you any suspense, but
please don't worry as I am safe as a church-an American
church. They will probably declare peace before I realize
that I am being paid by the government for being a participant in this war.
We have been doing a good deal of hiking lately and I
have been cut off from communication with the outside
world. I have not heard from home for a long time but
have been almost too busy to read letters, even if some had
caught up with our flying outfit. It is quite interesting
not to know where next to lay your weary head, and it,
and all the rest of what is you, is altogether too weary to
care, usually. I am resting up from two nights in
the saddle and I know what it is to sleep on horseback
now. I have a train of twelve wagons and the drivers of
all these vehicles were drowsin~ most of the time, too. It
must pave been a snappy-lookmg outfit, rolling along in
the rain, everybody, even the horses, with only one eye
open.
We have had a break in the winter weather. It has
thawed and rained and the roads are a mess, but so far
we have not had serious trouble, always ending our hikes
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with carriages and animals accounted for. I think we are
through hiking for a while, and will rest here. We are
not at the same old place but there is not much difference
in these French billets. I have a much better room myself, a fireplace that will permit a fire, a cozy bed with
my own blankets and mattress and a wash stand with
mirror.
I wonder how things are back home and how they will
be when I get there! I have been away five months already and things are surely changed. What will they be
in the dim, mysterious future when the war is over? Julia
and Jessie will be married, Jean will be an old maid
college professor of Ancient Babylonian music, or something or other, and Hilton III, will be full-back on the
High School quartette. Father's hair will probably be
"silver at the temples" and mother will be wearing
"specs." Jack and Weesa will be unchanged by the hand
of war, except perhaps by the loss of one of Jack's watches
that he wears (is it four or five now?). Mary will be
the proud mother of the champions of the pugilistic world,
Jimmie the Bruiser and Battling Bobby Stewart, the ironjawed wonder. How proud this family will be of their
three war-worn and battle-scarred members, peg-leg Paul,
mitless Mike and toothless Tuck! How they will love to
listen to the tales they will tell! Think of the suppressed
excitement when Paul tells of how he lost his foot while
sleeping in a French fodder chopper, of how Mike became
mit-less from returning the salutes of his inferiors and of
how Tuck's teeth were sacrificed in the hard-tack campaign.
This letter has reached unprecedented length without
anything whatsoever being said. If the censor has unfortunately opened it, I apologize to him. (I have been
a censor for over a month myself, old man, and know how
it goes~ for the censor.)
[ 38]
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It would certainly do your heart good to read the men's
letters home. Their lot is far from an easy one but they
never mention bad luck. Somehow they express a homesickness coupled with a desire to see the thing through
that makes you want to grab every one of them around
the neck, as they did in Bible times. I could fall on some
of my men's necks with such vehemence and sincerity as
to make the Prodigal Son's father shrink into oblivion.
This is the kaiser's birthday and we expect his troops
to pull some kind of celebration to cheer the old man up,
but are such a long way from the newspapers that we
won't know whether our hunch was right or not until
many days hence. I would like to be in the position to
send the old gent a "soixante-quinze" shell for a reminder of the folly of his old age.
This letter should reach you about March, and by that
time I may have had some experiences; but will save
them up until I get back home, out of the clutch of the
censor's rules.
Lots of love to everybody,
H. U. B. }R.
[Note: This was evidently written at the time the First Division
was going to the western front in support of the hard pressed British.

POETS AND SENTRIES
FEBRUARY,

She could not weep.
She only stood and waved her ears.
He stood by her side,
They tried and tried,
Like angry sheep
To feel the welcome flood of tears.
[ 39]

1918.

~

HILTON

U. BROWN,

JB..

~

"0 what's the use?"
She said at last and lit the stove,
And he went out
To call and shout
For Ike, their goose
Who had a friend in Jones's cove.
DEAR MARY-Every soldier is supposed to be able to
write poetry and so I made the above attempt, trying to
create a pastoral scene but although I worked fully forty
seconds I didn't do "extra well."
I wrote you a short note on receipt of your (fill in your own adjectives meaning "swell") letter but
don't remember what I wrote now, so will just plainly
answer your letter.
To begin with: You people back home rave about us
too much. If the beautiful young friend of yours could
see me now, bathless, long-haired, muddy and generally
unlovely, she would not be smitten. Also you should not
regard us as specially patriotic. Everybody is that. You
folks back home eating corn-bread and going without meat
and wheat so that full rations come to us every day-beef,
white bread and sugar all the time-are doing just as much
for the old U. S. as we are. In fact I think we have the
better job of the two and I am getting so conscience stricken that I am going to begin sending money home, or to
the heathen or somewhere. There isn't much to be bought
over here and we don't need anything anyhow.
Sebat is no longer with me. They shipped him off to
the Italian front making about the seventh front at which
he has served. My new orderly answers to the name of
Kosewsky. That name is right in line with the others of
our outfit, etc.
First Sergeant Yarnowsky.
Supply Sergeant Gulash.
[ 40]

~

HILT 0 N

U. B R 0 W N,

J a.

~

Mess Sergeant Bohnenberger.
Stable Sergeant McNally.
How does that start out for you? It is joyful coming
down the road at night to be halted by one sentry thus:
"Halt-a who-a goes-a there?" And then farther down
the line "Halt, who iss it goes dere ?" You don't know
whether you are in the German lines or Milwaukee.
They tell good stories of the outfits that were up at the
front some time ago. Some of the men from certain cities
represented in this "American" army, understand very
little English. One officer tells of taking a patrol out
into No Man's Land, and leaving one man as sentry at the
gap in the barbed wire. He gave orders, "Don't let anyone pass this gap." At this the sentry heaved down his
gun, knocked off his tin helmet and jerked on his gas
mask, the whole affair being so quiet it was probably not
heard past Berlin. "What the - - - are you doing?"
inquired the officer. The Poor Fish removed his mask
long enough to hiss, "Youse sait gass !" and retired into his
protection again. "Gass" was one of the few words he
knew and there wasn't much difference to him between
"gas" and "gap."
Another wire sentry challenged, "Halt, who's there?"
and when the officer said "Friend," the sentry said in a
voice that made the guards of the Krupp works stand by
their guns, "You'll have to speak louder than that. I
can't hear very well." He doesn't have to stand wire
guard any more.
You talk about sending stuff, magazines etc. Please
don't go to the trouble and expense. We move around so
much that it is an exception if we receive any parcels sent
to us. Just write whenever you get a chance and tell
what is going on back in the United States.
Thanks again for that letter. Its the only news from
loved ones (including the little Irish girl) since Xmas.
[ 411
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Don't dare to think, however, that I am downhearted or
homesick. Real busy people like Artillery officers haven't
the time to be.
H. U. B. ]R.
THE SUNDAY CLASS
FEBRUARY 12, 1918.
DEAR FOLKS-I have moved again, which is getting to
be an old, old story. It reminds me of the-- family that
used to live out our way. Give my regards to the Forsyths and to Mr. Arbaugh, who showed great interest in
my welfare at Ft. Harrison. I wrote a note to Kin Hubbard and one to Mark and Lillian which probably will
never reach them as I did not have a definite address.
Please tell them I received a sweater, some cigars and
candy from them, and they can't imagine or I can't express how good they looked and were to me.
I have been doing well in the way of drawing billets
lately. My last one had a good fireplace and this one has
a good stove. That is the way we judge billets over
here. Of course the bunk is also of primary importance
but I have had good bunks also.
Bathing facilities are almost nil here but I make good
use of a bucket and wash basin (property of my "bunky")
and so maintain what you might term a "neutral" color.
But my handkerchiefs!! Wow! Boiling them in soapy
water has not the slightest effect on them. I see now why
the French and English have adopted the khaki colored
ones.
I would like to hear what has become of the Sunday
school class. I guess "Gone to war" has been written
after nearly every name by the dramatic teacher. Keep
the books, Dad. I will want to see them "apres Ia guerre."
H. U. B. ]R.
[The last paragraph refers to the Sunday school class back home
every member of whieh, fifteen in number, went into the army.]
[ 42]
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THE GOOD OLD TIMES
FEBRUARY 17, 1918.
DEAR DAD--I have your letter of Jan. 18th, and when
I tell you that it is the first news from home since Christmas you will realize dimly how good it made me feel.
Th~ last I heard of the family it was training up for
Thanksgiving and so you see I've lost a few pages of its
history. We have been moving about with such rapidity
and complexity that Sherlock Holmes himself would
have a hard time locating us. My life in the Seventh has
just been a story of good hard work and sleeping on
strange beds. We eat well in this Battery and I think I
am putting on weight.
Bonham and I have had bad luck in trying to stay together. When I arrived with the Seventh he left it for
school; and now, when he has rejoined it, he is at once
put on detached service and we part again.
I have introduced the Captain to Abe Martin's sayings
and he has gone "nuts" over them. He reads them
aloud to his admiring Lieutenants as we sit together in the
mess-room after the day's routine is finished.
It isn't a bad life over here but we are all spoiling for
action. Perhaps they will let us in on a show in the
spring. It will be better than playing war all the time.
The men all want to "get a crack at the Heinie" and
promise to be good boys if we will let them shoot at the
Hun for awhile. I suppose Paul is also anxious to do
battle.
I hope that "Mike" will get an assignment to his liking, but the government works slowly on assignments and
there will be plenty of good fighting for a long time yet.
You know, of course, that I think about you folks back
home, and even if I don't write very ohen, I long to see
you all and hear Dad whistle "Listen to the Mocking
Bird" during the morning shave, and d-> and see and hear
[ 43]
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many more things too numerous to mention. I want you
all to stay the same as when I left, so that when I get
back, I can enjoy the good old times again before I have
to go to work (Work?). I wish I could write all night
for perhaps in my rambling way, I might in the cours~
of my wanderings, express some of the many sentiments I
feel toward home and you.
H. U. BROWN, 2nd Lieut.,
D Battery, 7th F. A.

HILTON TO PAUL
[Paul was still with the One-hundred-and-fiftieth Field Artillery at
this time.]

FEBRUARY 20, 1918.
DEAR PETE~I have not written you for lo! these
many moons, but I have been up here where much writing
"ain't done"-that is, at least, by Battery men. (You remember that Riley said: "There wasn't overly much pie et
during the army.") Now if I was in H. Q. Co. I could
write all the time for they, between letters home, don't do
anything but sit around and think up something to bother
the Batteries with.
We are kept pretty busy here (I am with the firing
Battery now), and so the people at home don't hear from
me very often. They don't know I am at the front, that
is, I have not told them so. I guess you have been up by
now. Things aren't very hot here, although Heinie
makes us jump once in awhile. I was on liaison with the
doughboys for three weeks and waded around through
mud and water like old folks. I took a shot at one Heinie
with a rifle but he didn't even jump, so I quit.
Good luck to you,

H. U. B. ]R.
[ 441
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AT THE FRONT
(PRoBABLY WEsT oF SotssoNs)
FEBRUARY 22, 1918.
DEAR FATHER-Mail has finally overtaken me and I
have been reveling in accounts of Christmas and holidays cold weather, deep snow, etc., etc. This pen you
sent 'from Mr. Smith is a "lulu." The officers of the Battery have pounced upon it and the little silver pencil with
fiendish delight and now all official documents, and all
computations of firing data are accomplished by your aid.
The Captain said TheN ews could take credit for helping
smash some "Heinies," as we figure out ranges, etc., with
your implements on the back of the Long Boy Bulletin.
You probably know that I am at the front. I have been
here for several weeks but we are not supposed to say
much about it. I thought I would give you the satisfaction
of saying, however, that you had a boy "at the front"
and so I state definitely the fact.
I have been officer on duty here tonight and as it is now
1 :30 a. m. I am weary and sleepy, as I got only four
hours last night.
I am entitled to seven days' leave some time in the next
few months, and I think I will put in the time making up
for lack of correspondence. One of my brother officers
said he was just going to sleep and bathe the whole seven
days.
.
You have been mighty good to me, Dad, and anything I
am able to be here is throu~h your loving care for me.
I hope I can come up to what I owe you if the test comes.
H.
B. ]R.

u.

[The Long Boy Bulletin was a paper issued by employes of the News
composing room. It was sent to overseas soldiers and t hose in the
training camps who had been associated with The News. It filled its
purpose-cheering the soldiers.]
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IN THE DUGOUT
FEBRUARY 29, 1918.
DEAR MOTHER-I just came in out of the dark night
after giving Mr. Boche "two rounds." He gave us a
good shelling today but the men have grown so used to old
Heinie's shells that they go on with their work without
batting an eye. It is possible to tell when a shell is coming
close and you usually have time to duck into some shelter
before it "lets go."
It is snowing a little outside but it is not very cold and
I think the winter is about over. We had enough cold
weather during maneuvers to do me the rest of my life.
I don't like to get up in the morning and have to thaw my
shoes out before I can get them on.
We have it quite comfy here in the dugout, with a
good stove and plenty of light and ventilation. We four
officers make a happy little family save when one of us
makes a mistake and is "bawled out" by the Captain.
However, he is good to us; considering the fact that we
are all pretty green.
Well, this letter is exceptionally rotten, due, no doubt,
to the fact that I am all in. Must get some sleep now.
Lots of love to all,
H. U. B. ]R.
THE SITUATION AT HOME
(To The Two Boys Somewhere In France)
MARCH

6, 1918.

Perhaps you can guess how much eager satisfaction we
get from your letters. We read and re-read them as
the different members of the family return home. This
includes Mary's family now, for they have moved to
[ 46]
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Indianapolis from Kentucky and are temporarily with us
·
."
while huntmg
a house. "B att1·mg Bob" an d "J.1mm1e
have taken up the work of demolition of the furniture
and rugs begun by Mark and you. They will make
a complete job of it. They are pretty snappy boys.
"Ninie" went up to the public school house with Jimmie
to get him duly installed, and the teacher pretended to
be glad that another generation of Browns was entering just as the last of the old generation was passing out.
I think we spend as much time talking about you
and Paul as you spend in actual service. When that grand
re-union comes, of which you spoke in your letter, we
must fire off that old Rodman Civil War cannon out
on the hill. It stands through winter blast and summer
sun awaiting your return. One thing is certain-we
shah have enough artillerymen in the family to fire a
salute without calling on old Battery A, as we used to
do.
We are living uncomplainingly under changed conditions. Some days we do without meat, and some days
without wheat; some days we put up our money for the
Red Cross and some days for the Liberty Loan or the
Y. M. C. A. Everybody is trying to find some way to
contribute to the war and to work for the soldiers.
All feel ready for heavier sacrifices if need be. Also,
everybody keeps looking for the spring drive. We are
ready to furnish more men under the draft as soon as
the cantonments are emptied of the men that are in training. We understand they have been going across rapidly. As they used to say in the Civil War, "We are
coming Father Abraham, three hundred thousand
strong." Only this time it will be three or thirteen
m]lion strong as may be required. How strangely the
Germans misunderstand us! This war will never end
until it ends right. It will clear up many a world
[ 47]
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trouble. And I am thankful above all things that it
has come in my time, (for it had to come some time)
and that my flesh and blood are in it to the last ounce:
Only the men who have been in this war will be worth
a whoop in the next generation. Those of us who are
at home are the unfortunates. You who are in it will
be like the men of Thermopylae or Gettysburg, participants in the greatest events of their times, and heroes
for all time. Some day I hope to go with you both
over the scenes where you have spent these historic days.
That will be my great last adventure.
'
Well "So long" old chaps! I can see you and feel
you across the seas, even if three thousand miles measure
the distance between.
H. U. B. Sr.
GAS!
MARCH 8 or 9, 1918.
DEAR ]EAN-This war isn't so bad! The worst part
is the gas and we imagine that it is much worse than it
really is. Sombody lights a match-somebody else telephones miles to the rear, "GAS," runs around and rings
bells and honks horns and places the army under a gas
attack. Finally some daring soul cautiously raises the
corner of his mask, takes a tiny sniff of the spring zephyrs,
and eventually remarks, "Ah, what a fragrant breeze."
Then masks begin to come off and brains begin to function again and it is finally discovered that the wind is
in exactly the wrong direction for cloud-gas.
Well, this was only to be a short note letting you know
that I got your letters and asking you to keep up the good
work. Everybody writes that you are the busiest and
most important person in the East Side and I feel like
putting Han. or the Rt. Rev. or something of the sort in
front of your name.
[ 48]
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Please tell President Howe, Miss Graydon and all the
good College and TheN ews people that I think of them a
great deal.

H.

u. B. ]R.

ONE HUNDRED GUNS
(WESTERN FRONT)
MARCH 14, 1918.
DEAR FATHER-I have just received another one of
your life-saving letters and it spurs me out of my state of
coma (two ems or one?) I wish to assure you that we
have had a mild winter over here and have not often
needed the knit helmets sent from loved ones "back
there."
I certainly have wished you were with me this week.
You could have seen plenty of Artillery action. Twice
we had over one hundred guns concentrated on a small
German sector. I was down on liaison duty with the Infantry and it was a great sight. I could get both views of
the "show." The whole sky to the south was aglow with
the flashes of the guns, and their rumble mixed in with the
angry crash of the exploding shells and the snarl of trench
mortars was a fright! We have been highly complimented
by all the "higher ups" and now feel that we are somebody.
You have no idea what a row one hundred guns can
make. It is a "gr-r-r-and and gloriyus feeling."
I was overworked for awhile but am back on my feet
again and this good old spri{lg warmth is stirring up my
fighting blood. This little old American sector is going
to give Fritzy something to worry about as you will see by
the papers. Every time the communiques say, "American
Guns Active," picture your loving son, dashing from one
gun pit to another, guided through the darkness by the
gun flashes.
[ 49]
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Well, I have been with the Seventh F. A. nearly three
months now and it seems like that many weeks. Before
long I will be entitled to a service chevron and then I
will be "ze happy boy."
H. U. B. ]R.
CANDY AND LETTERS
MARCH 16, 1918.
DEAR MOTHER-I burst out in great foolish guffaws,
usually in some astounded Major's face, when I reflect
upon some humorous accounts in Jean's letter of January
15, ju~t received today. That letter was sure a bringer
of light into dark places. It had been so long since I had
heard from home that I had almost forgotten the names
of the various members of the family. I also got hold of
Jack's box and am looking forward with great expectations to the hour when we can open it. Will it be chocolate or hard candy? I am not opening it now as I am
alone in my little dugout and promised Reed, my jolly
good clerk, that I'd wait until he returned from our forward observation post, where he is after an ammunition
report. He is liable to be here any time now and with
his box which he received tonight we are going to have a
party. Living in a dugout is about the tamest thing I know
of. It's nice and private, however, and contains all the comforts of home. Two bunks, a stove, this bench which
serves me as a table, and you have about the space limit
of my home. You may stand up in the center if you
measure not more than five and a half feet. I have telephone communications and my dugout is near the Major's.
I am at one of the Battalion positions at present as the
Regimental post command is too far back to suit me.
The Captain drew one of the Battalion Sergeant Majors
back for a rest and instruction and allowed me to come
up. We are firing some, but not enough to suit me.
[50 l
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Well, Reed's back with letters. Hurrah! Now for
the mail and the boxes.
Later: A. M. The candy was in fine condition and
good assortment. The two of us finished without a stop.

P. V. B.
THE EVE OF GREAT EVENTS
[In the spring of 1918 the First and Second divisions were sent
around from the Verdun region to the extreme southwestern front.
There was forced marching to meet the advancing German hordes.
This letter was written about that time-probably in the Montdidier
sector.]

DEAR DAD-I am writing to let you know that you
may not hear from me again for some time. Things
have been happening so fast that I could not tell you
much of the past two weeks even if the censor would
permit. I will say, however, that I have changed position
and have had only a brief respite from the front.
You will never see a bunch of men as dog-tired as we
are. We have been on the go day and night for so long
that it all seems like one big day.
Two HouRs LATER
Just received some mail that had miraculously caught
up with us and found two letters from you and one
from Lillian. First mail in two weeks.
Got a letter from Paul several days ago in which he
reported as having been at the front.
We will soon be in the thick of things, I expect, and
you can rely on my doing my bit in case we are let in
on a "show."
I have seen lots of old friends lately but nobody from
home but Bonham, whom I have seen pretty frequently
for the last two months. Well, it is quite late and first
call is murderously early, so must dose.
[51]
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Remember that I am in good spirits and will write
and that I think of you all the time. I will think of yo~
in the fray.
Lots of love to all,
H. U. B. Jr.
ROTATING VARIOUS JOBS
MARCH 26, 1918.
DEAR MoTHER-! am not with the Infantry now hut
am back in town doing observation duty. Next week I
will be doing regular duty with the Battery. We are
rotating the various jobs among the officers and it relieves
the monotony greatly. The Infantry gets relieved every
week, so they can get back and clean up and rest for a
while before another spell in the trenches, but we have to
stay here steadily. I would like to get this gas mask off
my neck for a week or so.
Weather at home should be fairly decent now. It has
been glorious here for the past three weeks and makes a
fellow forget all about war. I hope you and Dad are
taking things easy. Let us do all the work and fighting
and worrying over here and you folks just have a good
time.
I have not heard from Paul for some time but I think
he, too, is at the front and so it is hard to get mail through.
We are both awfully lucky in getting into the first divisions to get into the war. That is what comes of preparedness.
Little Hilton III must be a big boy now. How does
it feel to be grandma to so many big kids?
We have had a lot of Artillery activity for the past
two days and also much aeroplane activity. It seems terribly lonesome when there is a lull in the firing.
H.
B. JR.

u.
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RATS
[Evidently written during the Amiens-Montdidier defensive,
French (Moroccans) English and Americans participating.]

MARCH 27, 1918.
DEAR DAo-Mr. Hun has been more active with his
artillery of late. Shells are popping in the ruined houses
around here all the t\me and it keeps our guns busy
answering the enemy's.
Every one is waiting in suspense for definite news from
the English front, where Heinie seems to have launched
his much prophesied offensive. We all have worlds of
confidence in the British and feel that the Germans are up
against a bad proposition. I would like to be with them
to help stop the giddy Bache! Perhaps we will get to play
real rough later on.
Our Captain is a good sport and a good fighter and
quite human. He was quite peeved because there was
nothing in Long Boy, just received, about the Seventh F.
A. I suppose I shall have to write The News and tell
what a great organization we are-just to appease the
Captain. He is a great admirer of The Bulletin and reads
all the items just as if he were acquainted with the whole
force. I also got a letter from Mary and a box of Craig's
from Jean. None of you will ever know how good that
candy tastes over here. We get some sweets, but they are
not really sweet. Sugar is too scarce in this hemisphere to
make good candy with. (Bah! Ended sentence with prep.)
I hope you folks back there open up a box every time you
send me one, otherwise it would hardly be fair.
The dugout I have now is a very good one except for
rats. They not only run around and scratch and gnaw
on things as all normal rats do, but they squeal all the
time into the bargain. I guess we will have to get a cat.
The Lieut. who sleeps here with me had a cake of soap
[53}
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consumed by the rodents and if they like soap I
poison would not bother them.
Give my regards to every one back there. I
them all-relatives, The News people, church
neighbors.
H. U.

guess rat
think of
folk and
B. Jr.

INTERRUPTED
(Sometime in April, I9I8, Probably)
I had just started a letter to you when old "Heinie"
got rough, so I had to pause long enough to bump him off
with ten rounds. Please excuse such trifling interruptions.
Last night "Fritz" fired about 5000 shots at us but missed.
We had our gas masks on for five hours and didn't get a
single casualty. We feel pretty well over it.
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Our mail has been keeping up with us and we have
been getting packages and letters every day. I have not
received my packages, but the other men have been getting theirs and have shared with me. I am too sleepy
to write much and may not get another chance to sleep
for a long time. Therefore I will close, but remember
when you read in the papers of something doing, that
our unit may be helping to make that reading matter.
Just give my love to all the folks and explain why I am
not writing at length nor frequently.
H. U. B. Jr.
SHELL FIRE AND SPRING
FLOWERS
APRIL 26, 1918.

THE BIVOUAC
APRIL 21, 1918.
If this was a stage drama instead of a real live affair
we would all be sitting around singing "Just Before the
Battle, Mother," for we are going up to the line again
soon. However, we are sitting around the fire telling
stories and jokes and getting ready to sleep. The billets
we have now are not so good as the ones farther back and
eight of us are sleeping in one room. We can hear the
guns up on the front and it appears to be quite lively up
there. Everybody is anxious to get into the fray and
nobody seems much worried. We have all had over two
months on the front, but nothing as active as the present.
We have done an endless amount of hiking and are
pretty tired, but are in good condition nevertheless.

DEAR DAD--I wrote you a letter night before last, but
I was called out before I found an envelope and my
striker put it in my bedding roll where it suffered
grievously.
I am not now at the front, although the Battery is. I
am back at the base, where it is my humble duty to help
take care of about 150 horses and 100 men. We can hear
the ebb and flow of the bombardments quite plainly here,
but the only chance we have to get into the fun is when
ammunition is needed, and then of course it is at night
when we can see nothing but the flashes. There are
many of them, however, and excitement is not wanting.
Speaking of horses, I have ooe, Jerry, that outranks the
steeds we used on the Mexican border. He is hard to see
unless you get a side view, because he is not exactly what
you would call plump. Among his other qualifications he
is afraid of automobiles and shell fire. As both of these are
common articles (we are near the roads) you can imagine
what a good time I have. When he hears a shell coming
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he begins to shiver and shake and when the shell bursts
he leaps sideways into the ditch. When he hears a
machine coming he stops until it gets even with him and
then wheels, plunges, and lies down. This horse makes
walking a pleasure.
The most interesting thing around here, however, is
the way the old villagers go on with their work in spite
of the proximity of the war. The spring plowing is
going on just as if the fields were not in range of the big
guns. The Boche shelled a town near here today and
some of the shells hit in a field where an old Frenchman
was plowing, but he went on with his work, seemingly
undisturbed. The old woman who owns the house in
which I sleep, is not worried, apparently. "Business as
usual" seems to be the watchword.
As I said before, spring is here and the woods are full
of wild flowers, the fruit trees are blooming, and things
in general are better than during the winter months. We
are just beginning to realize that France is a beautiful
country. This is the first month we have had decent
weather and we are enjoying it to the full extent.
It will be the last of May when you get this letter, and
the flowers will all be blooming, the lawn will be green
and everything "just swell." Then, as you walk around
over the place, think of Paul and me, dashing about
looking vicious and exceedingly used to the terrors of
war. Do not worry about us, though, because we know
how to take care of ourselves and will not get hurt.
I would like to see Paul and note how war-worn he is.
I am horribly so, myself, having worn this same uniform
for four months. Tell the women folks that their sox
have saved my life several times.
Give my regards to all the people back there who
remember me, and when you read of big things in the
paper, know that I am a factor (if only a small one) in
[56]
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the affair now on. [This was the beginning of the
:Montdidier campaign with the French and British on the
Western front.]
I will continue to write as often as possible, but do not
expect much of me as it is hard to write coherently with
so much going on.
Your loving son,
H. U. B. Jr.

SOMEWHERE IN FRANCE
SPRING OF

1918
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We have "beaucoups" violets, etc., here now, but they are
inaccessible on account of the mud. If you want to
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admire nature in this camp you had best climb a tree
and from this vantage point, exclaim, "Ah, the charming
gum-drops and sweet-smelling gardoonias! !"
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Scene at the front when we received packages and
letters this morning. There must have been some excitement in the German camp as our mail man made
his rounds.
PRAYER FOR SICK PERSONS
MAY 3, 1918.
DEAR MOTHER-I have received two letters from you
in the last two days, which makes me feel fine, of course.
The job I have now is not so dangerous but the hours are
so irregular that it keeps me dead tired all the time. I
can never lie down to sleep and feel sure that I will not
be awakened to go out on some detail. Last night I was
called out at 11 :00 o'clock and did not get in till this
morning. But then, the ammunition and supplies have to
go up and we cannot win the war if we quit when we
feel tired. I guess the Germans lose as much sleep as
we do.
I am living in a chateau perched up on a wooded hill.
It is quite ancient and it is in an advanced stage of decay,
[58]
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but I have a fairly decent room. I found an old book,
written in English and printed in 1718, dealing with the
subject of religion. Just now I am reading "Prayers
for Sick Persons." It is "good stuff" but I'm not sick.
I think some of those prayers would kill a really siclr
man!
Some of the officers of this regiment are being sent
horne for a few months, but I would rather stay over here
and see this thing through. Time passes swiftly and we
do not have much chance to get homesick.
I felt that I was lucky in getting over and not having
to spend those weary months training the new army.
you spoke of my laughing and having a good time
in spite of the fighting. I certainly do! I try to see the
comic side of every little incident and to make use of
this tendency by contributing to the cheer of our Battery.
Incidentally I have got the men to looking for the funny
things and they are always asking me to draw cartoons of
this and that. War isn't so bad if you don't pay any attention to the horrible side of it!
Well, I have got to get some sleep. I have a hard day
ahead of me. Lots of love to everybody and see that
there is no gloom in the Brown family. Paul isn't
downhearted! And you know I'm not.
H. U. B. Jr.
PAUL ON MOTHERS' DAY
[On this day at Mesnil St. Firmirt near Cantigny (with the First
Division) Hilton was wounded. It was near the hour in which Paul
in another sector and with the Rainbow Division, refers t o the possibility of his brother's danger.]

MoTHERS' DAY, 1918.
DEAR NINIE-I have just passed a wonderful day. So
I will state the unbelievable facts. In the first place I
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NEAR CANTIGNY, MAY 14, 1918.
slept to a reasonable hour. During the morning I did my
routine work and other little duties at the map room
or administration office. About eleven o'clock I bought at
the commissary some tomato soup and other articles. I
took these to my room where I had invited several of my
friends. We turned over our food supplies to the old
French lady to be cooked and served. There was a lapse
of time while this was being done and our appetites had
ample time to make themselves felt. In due time we
adjourned from my room to the small combination sitting
and dining room, where a truly wonderful meal awaited
us. First was the soup, then a lettuce salad followed by
fried potatoes and steak, which having been duly put
away, we ordered a dozen egg omelets. Then as a surprise and dessert the old woman brought out a cake and
a can of apricots. After this glorious meal we again
gathered in my room and "gassed" till stable call when I
was left alone by the fire with a magazine. That it was
raining and dreary outside made the room more cozy.
The occasional boom, more like thunder, hardly reminded
one that he was at war up front right under the German
nose. Towards evening I reported to Headquarters where
all had taken a day off and after the ceremonies and mess I
took a muddy hike along the river to get a bitofair. I have
returned and taken a bath, put on clean clothes and feel
quite guilty-almost as if I had done something wicked.
A person ought not to have such a good time while his
very brother may be under heavy fire. But then, these
kinds of days don't come very often.

P. V. B.
WOUNDED
[On May 12, 1918, Hilton received his first serious wound. A shell
exploded under his horse, in the Cantigny-Montdidier campaign
inflicting severe wounds on the rider, the worst being in his leg. He
was in the hospital three months.]
[ 60]

DEAR DAD-I have just borrowed pen and paper from
one of the nurses so that I can write you of the "horrible
accident." By the time this letter reaches you, you will
have learned already of my being slightly wounded. It
happened on the twelfth. of May when I got too close to
a bursting shell and received a scalp wound above my left
ear and a flesh wound on my left thigh. Neither one of
them amounts to much but they (the Red Cross people)
lost no time in giving first aid and shipping me back here
to this hospital. It only took about three hours in all for
me to be hit, transported about twenty miles to the rear,
have all the pieces of steel cut out and to fall into sound
sleep enjoying ether dreams. So here I am with a bandage
around my head and another around my leg, wounded
in the biggest "show" of the war.
I thought the stretcher-bearers were making a mistake
when the ambulance stopped in front of this mansion.
They took me up the marble steps and in past the bronze
doors. I was afraid to take a breath for fear I would
wake myself up. They put me down in a big hall. A
lady comes up and sticks a cigarette in my mouth, lights
it and remarks: "After you have had your bath you will
just get in bed in time for your breakfast." And Sherman
said war was hell!
I should have written yesterday but I slept all day and
enjoyed the downy pillows and the absolute silence.
Tell mother why I did not write her on "Mothers' Day,"
which was the 12th.
This is a good hospital, operated by the French, and is
one grand relief after being so long in dug-outs and billets. There are a good many American soldiers here.
A sister of M. Clemenceau is a nurse in my ward (or
at least she is around a great deal) and she certainly is
[ 61]
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a noble character. She has been decorated three times and
has such a motherly nature that one can feel her presence
in the room, even if one is sleeping. She speaks a little
English and says our men are splendid and are showing
wonderful spirit and courage in the hospitals.
I have a little room here with a French officer. He is
an aviator and was wounded the other day when six
Germans attacked him. He was far over the Boche lines
but he won back to safety bringing some important photographs along. He was hit in the leg by a machine gun
bullet but the Croix de Guerre he is now sporting on his
night shirt (it was brought in to him last night) seems
to make up for the injury.
As I am still a little weak, I will close for today. I do
not expect to be here very long. Should be back for duty
in a week.

H. U. B. ]R.

BOUND TO BE SOME WORRYING
MAY 16, 1918.
DEAR MoTHER-This is only my fourth day in the hospital and I already feel like an old timer at this game.
It has certainly been a fine experience and I have enjoyed
myself thoroughly except for the fact that you people
back home may see the report of my injury and worry
about me. However, I guess there is bound to be some
worrying during this old war. I am being very well
taken care of, in fact I think I am "teacher's pet" especially with the pretty nurses, of whom there are two. You
should be glad it is I that am here and not Paul for he
sure would "cut up" with said nurses. Some American
nurses dropped in here yesterday and they were the first
American girls I had seen since I left New York. One
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of them gave me a tablet, another gave me a box of cigarettes and they all donated flowers and oranges. They are
''some gang," with lots of pep and fun.
Another bright period in the history of my stay here
was when my friend the aviator, whose bunk is next to
mine, was visited by a group of his brother aviators. That
also was some gang. They shook this old French hospital
from stem to stern. I guess they violated all the known
rules of the institution. They insisted on seeing the wounded man's injury, they ate the cookies the nurse had brought
him they fought with him and me and one another, and
gen~rally had a swell time. They were a fine bunch of
young fellows and every one of them (there were seven)
had a decoration of some kind. Some had all of them.
Their stay was prolonged in the hope that the fair nurses
would come in, but I guess the nurses knew better.
Well, mother, do not worry about me. By the time
you get this letter I will be back with the Battery and I'll
try not to get wounded again. Be assured of this fact:
If either Paul or I gets injured, the Red Cross will take
good care of us. I know now.
Lots of love to all the folks,
H. U. B. ]R.

HOLDING THE LINE
MAY

23, 1918.

DEAR DAD--I have been transferred from Hospital
No. 1 and am now at Base Hospital 34. I spend most of
the time cursing my leg. It is not painful at all but it
will take time to heal. I guess I can count on a month
here, which is quite a disgusting admission to have to
make. The wound itself, as made by the shell fragment,
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was small, but the doctor had to do a great deal of cutting to get "said" fragment and so I have to sit around
now and wait for the blankety blank cut to get well.
The wounds around my ear have healed but I guess I
will have a couple of scars. They are pretty small but
they are scars just the same and shall be treated with all
due respect by every one.
They do not allow wounds to heal up in a hurry.
They keep them open making them heal up solidly from
the bottom. I have plenty of time to think about you
folks back home, tearing down strawberry shortcakes
ev_!!ry day. Well, do not worry about' us; we are also
having a good time. Pretty soon I will be allowed to
go out into the park, and later on into town-Oh Boy!
After six months in the mud-look out!
I am no good as a patient. I would lots rather be back
on the line. It certainly is hard lying here so horribly
far from the Battery, when one knows that they are holding the line up there and that he could be of help (at
least he thinks so) if he were there.
We have beautiful country around here. I am not so
far from the old school where I spent my first three
months in France. I did not think I would be coming
back along the same line on a stretcher. Neither did I
think, that day that Jack drove Arch and me out to Fort
Harrison to sign up for training camp, that just a year
from that date I would be taking a ride in a Ford ambulance in France. However, I am willing to take
another ride if it will help win the war. I am not afraid
of being wounded any more, because I know of the good
treatment in the hospitals.
Well the doctor is here to dress my leg, so I must close.
Love to all.

H. U. B. JR.
[64]
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LIFE AT BASE HOSPITAL No. 34
MAY

25, 1918.

DEAR JEAN-'Tis twilight, and the setting sun casts
lengthening shadows across the land, shadows which are
reflected in the nearby swamp. (You see I do not write
very well as my leg is not entirely well and one needs
a leg to stand on at this business.)
Nevertheless, it is twilight, (Somehow I don't get an
inspiration to write until the light begins to go bad) and
the ward is unusually quiet. On most days at this hour a
fierce combat rages, the Major of the Signal Corps and a
machine gun Captain on one side, and I (or me) on the
other. Our missiles (how do you spell mistels, misels
or missels) are balls of tinfoil; but last night the battle
waxed so hot that a slipper was thrown through a window
arid out on the velvety lawn.
(Of course that isn't the
reason for the quiet tonight! Perhaps the strange calmness is due to the soothing effect of music-for there is
music right here. Three of the officers are singing, "She's
my Freckle Faced Consumptive Mary Jane.")
We are now allowed to tell where we are, that is,
when we are back along lines of communication. I am
now at Base Hospital 34, which is situated at Nantes.
Look me up on the map. I am on the beautiful river
Loire, in what is known as the Garden of France. So
far I have seen only that little which my view from the
window commands. That little is chiefly the swamp
mentioned on page 1, line 3, this letter.
'\Veil, I've got to quit for a minute as the cocoa is
here. We get it every evening.
It is now getting so dark it is quite hard to see and there
is such a bitter argument going on it is hard to think.
[ 65]
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NEXT DAY, 4 P .. M.
We got a new batch of wounded in last night, so I
had to suspend writing. We now have sixteen officers
in the ward.
Well I've got to quit. I am being heavily bombarded
with tinfoil. My regards to everybody. As ever,
H. U. B. Jr.
WOUNDED BUT NOT WORRYING
MAY 29, 1918.
DEAR DAn-Still in bed but doing nicely. My wound
is healing up from the inside, is clean and absolutely
painless and so I do not worry but lie and look out the
window or have a good time with the other patients.
We have twelve in here now but all of them are able to
get up except the machine gun Captain and me. He has
a leg wound, too, and has been in the hospital since
the 2nd.
This is a great place to fight the war over. We have
rehearsed every day and every battle and have carefully
fixed up the future so that it will have a happy ending.
If I could get some mail the time would pass a little
faster but it is not bad at any rate. I will get mail in
a few days, I hope, for I have written the Captain to
forward here.
Well, lots of love to everyone.
Affectionately,
H. U. B. Jr.
THE DOCTOR
BAsE HosPITAL 34,
JuNE 1, 1918.
I will start June off in the proper way by writing you
a few lines. March 1st I said I was going to start that
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month off right. I arose that day at 4 :30 a. m. ( Montdidier campaign) and fired twenty rounds at Heinie, remarking to myself at the conclusion of the fire, "That is
the way to start March-like a lion!" Ten minutes
later the Germans dumped about a million shells on everything in the sector and we had to fire a barrage in our
gas masks. We had put in a few gas shells, too, to keep
the Hun out of our front lines.
I do not know why I launched into the above narrative, but you may put it under the classification
"Reminiscences."
My field of activity is growing larger. I can now walk
into the wash room across the corridor and go over and
look out of the window. We also censor the mail of the
enlisted men in the hospital. The feature of today's batch
was found in "Joe's" letter _to "Dearest Sweetheart."
He wrote as follows: "Remember how we used to walk
to Dan's place and get a scuttle of beer to take home and
drink? Gee, Myrtle, them was good old days!" But Joe
is a good soldier and I hope will get safely back to Myrtle
if not to Dan and the scuttle.
The biggest event in the day comes when the doctor
arrives to dress our wounds. Some one told him that we
said he was exceedingly rough in handling our injured
members, resulting in his arriving the next day breathing
vengeance along with fire and brimstone. He yanked and
jerked and poked and scratched until our howls of pain
were heard afar off. Now, when he comes in, we, who
are on the alert for him, be~in chanting to the "Funeral
March":
"We love our doctor, he's not very rough!
He's kind and he's gentle, you don't feel his touch.
Some one said he's very, very rough
And that's the reason we're all in Dutch.
[ 67]
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This pleases him to a great degree and he goes about
his labors with much zest. When he wrings a groan from
one of us the rest start up the funeral ditty again.
It is a great life down here, but hardly one to furnish
much material for letters, so excuse my bold-faced attempts to manufacture "copy."
H. U. B. Jr.
TO A SON IN FRANCE
INDIANAPOLIS, IND.,

June 7, 1918.
We have just had your letter telling of your wounds.
We had had no advices at all of them. I do not know
why the government did not inform us. However, it
was good to get the news from you in such pleasant
doses. "Ninie" has just come into the office with one
of your letters, and Louise had another by the same mail.
From these we gather the facts; and particularly we
can see that your pluck and good cheer are with you.
We know from this that you will be well and "up and
at 'em" again before a great while.
Of course one cannot have such news without some
emotion; but I want to assure you that my wife has the
courage of a soldier's mother. Your letters would mak.e
any family happy.
The very day that you were wounded, as we figure
it, Paul was writing a letter to us, explaining that he
was having a half day off and a glorious time, including
a beefsteak dinner. He was so comfortable that he
afterwards felt guilty-because possibly at that very
hour the "Boches were shooting at his brother." And
JUSt so it proved to be. But, thank heaven, their aim
was not as good as it might have been. We are proud
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of both of you. No book on philosophy has given you
the spirit that you show. It is the very essence of life.
Do you remember the critical moments in the football game? Well, we are living those moments, and on
. , as peop1e ough t to root w hen t hey
tip-toe are "
rootmg
have such a "team" as you · two fellows belong to.
Great days are these! If ever a moment of depression
comes to you-and I do not believe it will-remember
that the blood of the civilized world is coursing through
your veins. And by it we shall live and conquer.
H U. B. Sr.
PAUL AT SAUMUR
JUNE

4, 1918.

I am at Saumur school of instruction. The course
is very hard and I will have to work as I never did before
to get through and must have luck at that. I have been
at the front and am sorry I'm not there now when the
struggle is at its height. It is pretty bad just now, as you
all know.
JuNE 9, 1918.
The food here is excellent. It is even served to us
by French women (most of them of a good ripe old age).
Likewise our beds and barracks are made and cleaned up.
Everything is fine here but one has to keep moving and
study.
By this time you know that Tuck has been wounded.
Fritz Wagoner received a letter from Tow Bonham in
which he stated that Tuck's horse was shot out from
under him while he was taking ammunition up to his
Battery. Doggone it, why can't I be up there getting a
Hun or two! I never did like school anyway. If Tuck
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went through this school with good grades he must know
something of artillery.
As I told you, I spent a few days in Paris. I spent
money, also, by the way. The streets are for vehicles
and any man run over is arrested. The taxis and cabs
make a continual stream. There are thousands of them
and they are all alike, much like the old red Ford of
early date. It is only natural that one forgets there is
a war going on while in Paris. We had air raids and
alarms but no one paid any attention to them. We were
riding in one of the aforesaid cabs when "Bertha" dropped
a shell about fifty yards from us. It made a nice big
hole but nobody was hurt. French pedestrians merely
pointed to the explosion and uttered the meaningless
"La." I suppose there are some serious-minded people in
Paris but they are not in evidence.

P.V.B.
WALKING AGAIN
}UNE 11, 1918.
While I was lying in bed I made the resolution that I
would write often, and interestingly, after I got on my
feet again. And now that I am up, I suddenly realize
that I have been visiting around for four days and have
not even sent the joyful news home that I am again
walking. Please forgive my negligence. Liberty is so
sweet that I have not stayed in my ward any longer than
necessary. I have a new uniform-new from underwear
and shoes up to my cap. My old one was torn to tatters
by the shell that sent me here. Clothes are expensive
but I suppose you find it the same back home. I paid
three hundred francs for my coat and breeches alone
-about sixty dollars. My shoes cost me about eleven
dollars. But nevertheless I am well dressed up again
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in clean clothes and feel quite respectable. I actually
was able to crawl into a bathtub full of hot water, the first
real bathtub since January 1st.
My wounded leg is getting along. I can walk without
even a cane now and with hardly a noticeable limp. I
walked about three or four miles this afternoon and do
not feel any too bad now. The wounds on my head do
not bother me at all and I am afraid the scars are going
to fade into nothingness. I was thinking this afternoon
as I strolled along that it must be a great relief, with me
safe in a hospital, to have only one son to worry about
during these days of increased activity. I hope Paul
writes you often, but I am afraid it will be difficult for
him in addition to all the work he has to do.
I met an officer here in the hospital that saw Bill
Mathews up at the front and I am glad old Bill is getting
into the thick of things, and know you will be, too.
Nantes is quite a city. We have street cars, taxis,
cabs, cathedrals and many cafes. We have an old cathedral and a new one, both quite magnificent; and I feel
almost too insignificant to exist when I stand and look
up at the arched ceilings and fluted columns. The town
is made up of modern houses for the most part, and
through the gates in the stone walls about these houses
you can get a peep at beautiful gardens, full of graveled
walks bordered by flowers and shrubs. The French have
a mean habit of hiding their pretty gardens behind walls
and houses.
It is getting fairly late and I had better bring this
rambling letter to a close. Give my regards to all my
friends back home and remember that I am where you
need not worry about me for at least a few more weeks.

H. U. B. Jr.
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BACK TO BED AGAIN
BASE HosPITAL 34,
jUNE 16, 1918.

Your cablegram dated the 8th reached me the 13th
and caused me no end of joy. I am so glad my letters
went through with some sort of speed and that they were
cheerful. I was still rather groggy from ether when I
wrote the first ones and was not quite sure whether I
talked sense or not. Cablegrams come through England
and have to be mailed from there, hence the delay. My
delay in answering is simply criminal negligence again. I
have been put to bed again because the doctor saw some
red around the edges of my wound and put me back on
hot sodium dressings, to ward off infection.
I am most surprisingly well, however, and all the
king's horses and all the king's men will not be able to
keep me here much longer. I want to get back in the
line. I received a letter from Lt. McCabe of my Battery
and he sympathized with me for missing out on a great
deal of good action.
I hope everything is going nicely at home and that you
are not greatly worried over the German activities. We
will smash them up one of these days and then come back
home. Give my regards to everybody back there and
remember that I am quite well and happy.

H. U. B.

Jr.
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runs up there early in the afternoon and returns about
5 :00 p. m. During the afternoon we eat at a little
restaurant (the "we" includes some of the other wounded
officers here) where we get wonderful food. The trip
is beautiful and I hope to make it again before I am
discharged.
Concerning my injuries: The leg is coming alon:« O.K.
and I am taking long walks on it, but am having trouble
with the final healing. The wound is where the muscles
play when I walk and therefore things are goin~ a bit
slowly, with me tro~ting around all the time.
I have been scounng the country for Paul. I had a post
card from him saying he was on his way to an Artillery
School, and I have been sending telegrams and letters
trying to find out if he is near me. If he is, I can get a
two days' pass to visit him and I am so anxious to
find him.
I have something horrible to tell you now, and it is
the real reason why I have not written sooner. The doctor
says I will have to go to "B" duty when I get out of here.
"B" duty is temporary work behind the lines and I hate
to think of not going back to a Battery, especially the old
Seventh F. A.
Well, there is no use kicking-! guess I will see plenty
of fighting before the war is over, so I will not sing the
blues. Write often because the letters from home are
the joy of my life.

H. U. B.

Jr.

"B" DUTY-SOMETHING HORRIBLE!
NANTES, JuNE 30, 1918.
I have been gadding about feverishly this past week;
hence the deep silence from me. There is so much to
be done-museums and art galleries to be visited, parks
to be explored-that I have been kept busy all the time.
There is a village up the river that can be reached by
a little steamboat, and I have made the trip. The boat

When I first wrote from the hospital I thought I would
get back for duty in two weeks. That was a month and
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a half ago and now they tell me I shall have to do light
duty for six months after I get out of the hospital. I
was afraid to write that news home but a nurse said I
could have a full length picture taken which would show
that I had all my arms and legs so that you folks back
there would be satisfied. I will have the photo taken
this apres midi. [Copies of this photograph were mailed
later but were probably on a ship that was submarined.
At least the photograph was not received in the United
States. In April, 1919, copies were found at a Nantes
gallery by Lieut. James S. Dennis, and sent to the family.]
My fame as a cartoonist has spread abroad over the
hospital and I am called on to exhibit my wares from all
quarters. If some one falls out of bed or talks in his
sleep, some one else always exclaims, "That would make
a good cartoon, Brown!" I have drawn in the nurses'
diaries, have illustrated letters for the officers and have
made s.o many "bum" pictures that I would hate to look
an artist or real cartoonist in the face.
I have just issued forth a victor from a bloodless battle
with "Grandpa," a splendid Marine who had as narrow
an escape as I had. A shell splinter hit him in the side and
a rib stopped it from entering his heart. I cannot remember whether I told you or not, but I was hit on
Mothers' Day and I had a big bunch of mothers' letters
I was taking from the Battery back to the base to mail.
I had them in my side pocket and a piece of steel went
through all of those letters, through my web belt, and
just barely broke the skin on my stomach. It was not
a big piece but the "Doc" said it was big enough to muss
up my insides, and so I say those letters saved my life.
I am saving the belt as a souvenir-the only one I have
besides my scars, made by other pieces of the same shell,
and they are where I cannot show everybody.
[ 74]
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Did I tell you that the shell that got me upset old
Jerry and rendered him sure enough 'hors' de combat?
But I have not yet told you about my bloodless battle
with "Grandpa." We argue about everything. He lives
in California and we argue about our respective states.
He will say: "Where was Admiral Dewey born?" and I
say: "Indiana!" As he really does not know where he
was born, 'that silences him while he thinks up something
else. We were arguing about our wounds and I was
deriding him for staying in bed with a hole over his heart.
He would come back with the information that a similar
wound would have finished me. At last we put it up to
the "Doc" and he said, "Why Brown would be back at
the front with that little thing!" How I hurrahed him
after that!
H. U. B. Jr.
JULY FOURTH

JuLY 4, 1918.
I have finally got in touch with Paul. He is at Saumur,
which is the place where I spent three months. The best
part of it is, I am going to be able to visit him in the next
few days, and I know you will all rejoice with us at the
reunion. I will write the details afterward.
I received a letter from Johnny Jordan, my old Artillery
friend who is in the aviation, and he said you were coming
over here. Is this merely a rumor? I wish you could
come over. Description, even if permitted, fails in trying
to picture the conditions in ~urope.
Today is July 4, always a inomentous day in the history
of our country, and surely the boys up on the line are not
detracting from the glory of our record. I am not up
there now, but you can believe that I will be there next
year when the U. S. troops will not be merely a helpful
but a dominating factor in the big show.
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The doctor says I am well, but he will not put me
back to active duty. Really it will take more bravery
to do my duty back of the lines than it would up there
at the front. However, you can trust me. I will "carry
on," Dad, even if my fighting implements are a swivel
chair and a pen.
H. U. B. Jr.
THE SHELL SHOCKS
FRoM THE HosPITAL,
JULY 13, 1918.
Today has dawned clear and bright after a week of
cold, stormy weather, undoubtedly in preparation for the
French holiday tomorrow. The French people are great
people for festivities and they celebrated with us on the
4th of July with great spirit. All shops are closed and
the popula.ce parades forth in its best silks and satins.
The hospital is a good place to hear stories and to
gather experiences. One of the oddest types of patients
here is the shell-shocked men. Their cases are pathetic
and many of them are souvenirs of frightful days at the
front. Most of them are affiicted with a nervous twitching of some kind. Some will bob their heads up and
down, others shake their heads and some simply tremble
all over. These men have no confidence in themselves
and it is only with the greatest persuasion that the doctors
can get them out of bed and into the grounds. The
chaplain here took a special interest in them for a while,
and did so well with them, in fact, that he finally coaxed
them into taking a walk down one of the quiet streets
of the town with him. All went well and the shell
shocks were actually enjoying themselves and had ceased
to shake and bob and tremble, until a man came up from
the rear on a bicycle and rang his bell. The effect was
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electrical. The shell shocks let out a weird chorus of
squeaks and bolted for the sheltering walls of the hospital,
the chaplain following as fast as age and dignity would
permit. When he got to their ward, they were in their
bunks with the blankets pulled up over their heads, all
shaking in old-time form. Needless to say, the chaplain
declared himself "finished" with the shell shocks and now
they are under the sole care of a doctor and nurse. The
only hopeful things about the malady is that it finally
wears off.
One S S was getting along well and was the pride
and envy of the others, but one day the doctor found
him back in the old condition. When asked what caused
the relapse, he said: "Oh, I was out in the g-g-garden
and a 1-1-little b-b.Jbird f-f-flew at me!"
H. U. B. Jr.
MEETS PAUL AT SAUMUR
SUMMER OF 1918.
I have just been up to see Paul at Saumur, and, needless
to say, it was the happiest event since I have been over
here. I found him with Fritz Wagoner and I took them
both out to dinner, which was absolutely rotten, but we
did not pay any attention to the food. There was too
much to be said.
Paul has not changed much so far as appearances go.
He is still slender and dark, the same voice, the same old
characteristics. He is more the soldier than ever, and,
wondrous to relate, is quite a student. He leads his division
of eighty candidates in scholarship and I am sure he is
doing the same thing in the practical work in the field.
Everyone speaks highly of him.
We ha~ a gay time talking over the olden days and
comparing notes on letters. The Butler boys seem to
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We have moved from our old ward and are now in a
wooden barrack out in the hospital grounds. We had
to move to make room for the new wounded-the aftermath of the big push up between Soissons and Rheims.
Every action up there has its reaction back here and we
hear echoes from the battle field from those who are

brought back. Quite a few of my uld acquaintances in
the Infantry came in yesterday, and you will be surprised
to hear that Bill Mathews of the Marines was among
them. He has not been wounded but was sent back as
an exhaustion case. He was a sad sight when he first
arrived but after a good long sleep, some good meals, a
bath and a shave, he is looking as well as ever. His story
is a quite thrilling one but you can hear it from him, as he
has promised to write you.
Every one is of good cheer and anxious to get back
again. We that are on the mend are dashing around
at all hours, £nding old friends and trying to make them
as comfortable as possible. I was present when the
hospital train came in-the last one-and after seeing
that all my friends were taken care of, I met up with
some officers who were going through to another hospital.
They were not badly shot up, so we retired to the station
cafe and had quite a little party. I ordered up food and
drink that are unknown in the zone of advance, and while
they munched omelets, lamb chops and French-fried
"spuds," and washed these down with the French equivalent of "sody," I watched the engineer and gave them
warning as to how long they might eat. There was a
big rough-house when they found that I had paid the
Madame on the sly, but they left in good spirits and admitted that that had been the first hour since the push
started in which they had not talked or thought about the
war.
Well, I am still in the hospital in spite of all my brave
efforts to get out. I am even more anxious than ever to
get back now, as they say the Artillery is galloping down
roads going into action, and then going forward again.
I will let you know, of course, when and where I am
going as soon as I find out.
H. U. B. Jr.
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be making themselves known wherever they are. Jean
wrote that I had jumped into prominence by being the
first Butlerite wounded. Tow is still at the front from
all I can hear, and the rest of the officers of my regiment
seem to have escaped injury. Quite a number of them
have been cited for distinguished conduct, the Colonel
being one of them.
It certainly was like going home to get back to Saumur.
And, oh Dad, I saw Sebat, my old orderly, and strange
to say, we could talk and understand each other. Once
or twice I got stuck on some of his wild French and he
would start on his much wilder English but I would
shut him off and struggle through with the French. When
I told him I had a brother at the school he said he would
look Paul up. I told him Paul did not speak French
but he replied with stunning confidence, "Oh me speak
Eengleesh." I want to hear from Paul when Sebat
finds him.
I hope the family at home is as well as its representatives in France are. Paul will need soll}e money when he
gets his commission and it will be a good place for me,
malefactor of great wealth that I am, to get rid of some
of my ill-gotten gains.
H. U. B. Jr.
WOUNDED COMRADES FROM
THE FRONT
jULY

25, 1918.
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HOSPITAL EXPERIENCES

AuGUST 1, 1918.
DEAR FOLKS-I received letters and a cable yesterday
and two letters today. However they were not of a late
date, but more than a month old.
Please don't forget to thank all my friends for their
interest in me and tell them I am getting along now and
am having the time of my life back here in the hospital. I
am terribly anxious to get back to the regiment and am
getting into condition again by long walks, golf, etc. One
difficulty arises, though, and that is what slows up my full
recovery. The injury will not heal completely when I
exercise the muscles in that leg.
The doctor has begun a new treatment for my wound.
He is using a new salve on it and it is really healing up
now. He promises to have me out of here in the near
future, which means about one more week here, I think.
I will be allowed to go to A duty for I can run or walk in
old time form now.
The last time I saw Paul, about two weeks ago, we
climbed up into the old chateau at Saumur, and even the
long climb up into the tower did not bother me. As we
stood up there, gazing down at the smaller turrets, battlements and thick walls, Paul said: "This is a strong defense, but I bet you and Mike could not keep me out if I
wanted to get in." If you can remember how Arch and I
always battled against "poor little Paulie"-as mother
called him-you will realize how little he has changed
from the Paul of olden days.
I suppose everyone back there in the States is hungering for details and stories of what the U. S. troops are doing over her~. We hear fine tales here at the hospital and
of course they are first hand and authentic. One officer
here in the ward has a story about his striker-or orderly.
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They were running along in the advances and a Boche
stepped out from behind a tree and ~red at the Lieutena':lt.
He missed, fortunately, and the stnker bore down on him
at full speed with his bayonet which went clear through
the Hun and stuck into the tree so far the man could not
get it ou~ and ~ad to run on, leaving gun, bayonet and
Heinie pmned mto that tree. Everybody says that the
"Boche" surrender readily when hard pressed, and many
of the severely wounded Americans were carried back to
the rear by German prisoners.
I am glad everything goes on so well back horne. Keep
"Mose" [the new gardener] until I get back. I must
look J,irn ever. Jean writes that you call him everything
from Alexander the Great, and "our dark-skinned brother" down to "the little curly headed boy." Evidently
you have nut changed in the last year either.
I feel quite loquacious this afternoon but had better
quit and inflict some of this "gu:ff" on Jean and Louise
whom I have slighted of late. Lots of love to everybody.
As ever your son,
H. U. B. JR.
HOW IT FEELS TO BE
WOUNDED

AuGusT 3RD, 1918.
DEAR WEESA-I expect to be away from here any day
now, and my obliging friend~ sneak up behind me and go
Z-z-z-z Bang! Which is supposed to be the sound a
shell makes when it comes your way. The one that
hit me just said Korarnbo!! right beside me, without any
introductory remarks. (You asked me in your last letter
about some of the details, so you have only yourself to
blame if I repeat what I have already written.) The
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next I knew, after the explosion, I was lying on the road
with Jerry, my "Arabian" steed, reposing on one of my
legs. I was choked and blinded with the smoke of the
shell, and my ears were ringing painfully from the concussion. You can judge as nearly as I was able to, as to the
distance of the six-inch projectile from its target-that's
me!! I untangled myself from my nag-he was still
alive and rolled over when I applied my free leg. My
first thought was "My gosh, something awful has happened, but what was it?" My next idea was to get poor
old Jerry out of his misery. I did not have my pistol with
me but I had seen an M. P. (military police) down the
road and I called him to me. By this time I was reeling
around in the road like a "gent" who had looked too
long on the vin rouge. So the M. P. scorned Mr. Plug
and took me kindly by the arm and led me toward the
first aid station. Shells were falling all around "pretty
frequent" by this time but a tranquil peacefulness had
fallen over my turbid spirit and I paid no heed to the
raucous uproar around me except to observe where the
shells hit (this is always of value-to know what part of
the road Heinie shells), and to pick up my M.P. comrade
who would fling himself on his face as each shell whistled
by. Thus we went to the first aid station where I got
fixed up and whence I departed in state in an ambulance.
A veterinary doctor was near the first aid station and he
disposed of poor old Jerry. I was quite happy to know my
mount got medical attention as soon as I did-although
his was of a more sad and permanent nature.
I have bored you enough with details that took place
nearly three months ago. (I blush with shame when I
think I have actually lain around for that long). Don't
let Dad put this into The News. The long-suffering Indianapolis public has heard !!nough of Brown's scratch.
[ 82]
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We all feel like celebrating here for the boys up at the
front for the good work they are doing. The Boche
meant to put their big smash through there between Soissons and Rheims. The men who have come back from
there say the German preparations were enormous. Huge
piles of ammunitio_n and supplies testify that Heinie had
not intended to withdraw from that sector. It is a significant fact that the retreat was so speedy there was not
even time to dispose of the shells and equipment.
I hope to be back with good old D Battery by the time
you get this letter, but there is no telling where I will be
sent.
H. U. B. JR.
A SOLDIER AGAIN
FRANCE, AUGUST 9, 1918.
DEAREST CHRIS-I have just reached this town, which
is Blois, after traveling all day, so you can imagine I am
about all in. It is my ·first day out of the hospital. We
had a great time when I left this morning. Several of
the old-timers at the hospital came down to the station
and wept as the train pulled out. Old Madison clasped my
hand and said "Wal, goodbye, stranger; don't get shot."
I made some good friends at old No. 34. They all made
me promise to go see their mothers and sweethearts after
the war and tell them how brave they were and how
gallantly they died. (They say I am the only one who
will live through the war, as ~ am assigned to B duty.)
I do not know what my new duties will be. It is good
to feel really alive and useful again though, and I feel
different already. I am writing this on an old frame bunk
and I shall sleep without sheets tonight, too; so I am
going to be an honest-to-goodness soldier again. Hooray I
H. U. B. Jr.
[ 83]
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A WAITING ASSIGNMENT
AUGUST 10, 1918.
DEAR FATHER-I am now in Blois, a city of fair size
north of Tours and on the River Loire. Judging from
what I have seen of the town in my short stay here, it is
quite attractive. I am stationed in a big barracks and am
awaiting classification and reassignment. As soon as these
two things are accomplished I will cable you an address
but I am unsettled at present and will wait for definitr
orders.
I ran across Joe Messinger here. He is Second Lieutenant now. As you doubtless remember, Joe was a
bugler on the Border with H. Q. Co. of our old outfit,
and came to dinner at the house with Major Wainwright,
one Sunday after we had come back from Texas. Joe got
blown out of an observation post, which resulted in a few
broken ribs and a generally shaken-up system, and he is
now doing light duty back here.
This is only to let you know you are not entirely forgotten in the confusion of a change of stati,m, and I hope
yo"J have a cable soon with my proper address on it.
Remember me to all my friends back home and give my
love to all the folks.
Your loving son,
HILTON

U.

2nd Lt.,
7th F. A., A. E. F.

BROWN,

INTERVIEWS THE MAJOR
AUGUST 13, 1918.
DEAR DAD-Things have been happening thick and
fast for the past few days. In the first place, I was assigned to B duty when I expected A. Then I went to
Blois where I expected to be kept for a couple of weeks at
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least but was sent out after two days. I was ordered
here'to be reassigned for temporary duty behind the lines
and reported this morning. The Major to whom I reported asked me what class I was in. I replied "B duty."
He asked "How do you feel?" I answered as fast as I
could-"Like A duty, sir!" He then asked me some
questions about how my leg was. I told him what I was
able to do and what I had done since I have been out of
bed. Finally he said, "How old are you?" "Twentyfour last Sunday," said I. "You're just full of pep and
ginger, too, aren't you?" he asked.
At this juncture I did a Charley Chaplin smile, showing
all my teeth-! had washed them carefully before reporting-and nearly bobbed my head off as I answered in the
affirmative. He told me, then, that he would send me to
a replacement camp where I would join a combat division,
my own if there is a vacancy, and dismissed me with a
warning not to report back saying my wound had played
out on me up front.
Needless to say I am "tickled to death." I could have
kissed the Major, but let it go at thanking him profusely and giving him the best salute I could execute. He
asked if I would like to go back to my old outfit and I
said, "Certainly, sir, it's in the First Division!" He
laughed, at that, and said he did not blame me. He was
certainly a fine old scout.
Tomorrow I go far down into Southern France to a
replacement camp, so I will not be hearing the cannon's
roar for awhile. I will write as often as possible and let
you know of my movements as nearly as possible. Hoping you feel as good about my "promotion" as I do, I
remain,
Yours
[ 85]
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PREDICTION
AuGusT 14, 1918.
DEAR CHRis-Do you remember August 14, 1917?
Those were happy days sure enough. Well, August 14
1918, has some significance too. It is the last day of B
duty for .~e. Tomorro':' .I. go to a re~lacement camp
where I JOin a combat diVISIOn. I was JUSt called into
the office where a Major asked me what class I was in and
how I felt. I told him I felt that they were keeping an
awfully good fighting man away from the Heinies.
After arguing for a few minutes the old veteran said I
could go back and do battle and I danced a Highland
Fling right there in his office to show him how I felt.
So it is A duty for me and the Germans had better
declare peace before I tear a f~w of them down.
At noon I embark for an eight hours train ride down
into Southern France. I have to go away down by the
Mediterranean coast to be assigned to some outfit up by
the Rhine River (I think the Boche will be back that far
before I can get at them) .
I had a censoring job at Blois for one day, and all
the enlisted men write home that the war will be over by
Xmas. They are all confident that the Allies will smash
right on through to Germany, but I think it will be nothing short of miraculous if we gain the ground lost in the
three big Hun drives during the spring. I do think the
war will not last more than another year, however. But
then it is not my job to think or guess about the duration of "said" war, but to try to help finish it up as soon
as possible.
I will not get mail now for many moons. I will write
often and let you know of my changes and different addresses. It is train time, now. Please do not worry about
me. If you worry I'll come home and won't play any
[ 86]
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more! You know I am going to be much more happy up
in the line than I would be back here, and I promise that
1 won't get in the way of any mo:r;e shells. It takes up
too much of one's good fighting time.
TucK.

HUNTING FOR THE REGIMENT
[Evidently assignment back to the Seventh F. A. followed soon
after the lett~r of August 13, which was written under t he fear that a
long stay at a replacement camp in Southern France was probable.]

AUGUST 19, 1918.
I am sitting on a pile of baggage in the front platform
of a train going to the front. yYe are only two and onehalf hours late but the engineer seems almost finished with
his supper, and even now the conductor comes through
the station gate, still drowsy-eyed from his afternoon nap,
but blowing his whistle and waving his arms with much
gusto. I take it from these signs that we will be on our
way in a few more hours.
I have a choice bunch of comrades around me-French
privates who are munching a smelly cheese, swigging red
wine and inhaling my cigarettes. One is a jet black
Moroccan. Another is a territorial of some sort. He
wears a red stocking cap for head gear, and baggy blue
t rousers. He just said through a mouthful of bread and
cheese that he was an Algerian. The others are just
plain French "sojers."
I have been traveling for ten days trying to catch up
with my regiment-or rather t rying to find it. I am
pretty close now, and if it does not move out suddenly I
will be up with it in a day or two. I have not had a meal
since yesterday evening and it is now about six p.m.
[ 87]
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Well, the train has started, at last (flat wheel).
not think that I'm grouchy but I am rather tired.
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WELCOMED BACK BY THE
OLD BATTERY
AuGusT 24, 1918.

Foot Noti!-Some of the more cynical-minded of the thousands who
will read this little poem, will undoubtedly utter adverse criticism
because so many notes seem necessary. Let them rave. They only
show their stupid ignorance. Glance into any page of the Scriptures,
any text book of Cicero or Virgil, any translation of any hieroglyphics.
What will you find? Notes! Notes galore, large ones and small ones.
Does the author of this little poem worry because of the yapping
rabble at his feet? He does not.

DEAR DAD-I am in a dugout at Battalion headquarters of the Infantry, in the quietest sector of the whole
front. The old-timers call this a rest camp, and it certainly is as there has not been a shell fired around here since
yest~rday morning. We are in a cool woods with roomy
-and safe-dugouts.
I suppose you will wonder how I feel at being up front
again and as to whether I. was nervous or not. I will have
to admit I was a wee bit scared when I heard the first
shell coming my way, but my fright only lasted as long as
the shriek of the projectile. It does not take long to get
back into the old habit of mind. I walked up to an outpost where shells were falling to see whether it felt the
same as in days of yore. It was just the same. So I feel fit
now.
I have not written to you since I rejoined the Battery
because I have been so busy enjoying myself and renewing
old acquaintances. You cannot imagine how happy I have
been. I did not anticipate it myself, but when I saw the
old boys I could hardly keep tears back. The officers are
the same as when I was wounded, with the exception of
two. The enlisted personnel has not changed much.
There are several sad vacancies of course; but they were
to be expected after the hard fighting the outfit had been
through.
It was certainly touching to greet all the men and
hear them make their bashful welcoming speeches. They
are all veterans now, and when I left them I thought we
were a bunch of half-baked recruits-! guess I still
am. I was exceedingly surprised to find Jerry, my horrible old steed, still alive. I thought I had ridden him on
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IN THE OUTLANDISH ICELANDIC
TO JEAN
When I read,
In my heed (See note)
Your fine letter
Right away
That same day
I feel better.
So please write
All your might
(See next note)
If you please
On machine
Good old Jean
I you squeeze.
(Another note)

Publisher's Note: We get the
word "beed" from the Icelandic language, meaning
couch, bunk, or bed. The
Icelandic poet, Zwnbvdxqrstuv, uses the word in the
27 56 line of his poem,
"Blrptd".
P. N. The preposition "with"
is left out here by the
author, using as his authority, poetic license.
The license may be seen
at the poet's headquarters in the Mad House.
P. N. The poet means here,
"I will squeeze you,"
but he could not put it
down that way and
make it rhyme.
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the day I was hit, (May 12) when my mount was blown
up, but I had taken another horse that day, and so old
Jerry still exists. I have mounted him and find he is as
slow and hard riding as ever, hut I was glad even to see
him.
The horses and men are in good condition, notwithstanding the fact that during one of the engagements the
horses were not unharnessed for four days or nights and
the men hardly slept or ate during the same time. The
Battery Commander (a new one with the name of
Brown) told me that the Battery fired one barrage where
the gunners could see the effects of their shots, and they
were in full view of the Boche. One can not realize the
good work the U. S. troops have done this summer until
he hears, first-hand, what was accomplished and the difficulties overcome. I am proud to he a member of the old
Seventh, even if had luck did keep me from sharing in all
its glory.
I have not missed the hospital luxuries of the past
three months, and sleeping in my clothes is not as hard to
get used to again as I thought it would he. My leg is
0. K. Riding or walking does not hurt it at all, and I am
fast getting toughened up and will soon he able to work
with anybody.
I sent you a cable before I came hack into the line,
but I guess that it was slow in reaching you. A. E. messages are like unto the wrath of God-both in that they
are slow and also (mine at least) they pass all understanding.
Tell the folks "Hello" and not to worry. The war here
is not dangerous and besides I have already absorbed my
share of high explosive.
H. U . B. ]R.

WAITING FOR BATTLE ORDERS
BEFORE ST. MIHIEL,
SEPTEMBER 6, 1918.
We are out here in the woods awaiting orders. We
have been on the go for several days and have now reached
a sort of destination where we have hung in suspense.
It looks as if the outfit would take no rest. We are on
the move and the "qui vive" all the time. This is because we belong to the best fighting unit in the A. E. F.,
the First Division. If anything breaks out, you can rest
assured that we will be in it before it is over.
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ACCOMPANYING PAUL'S PICTURE
SEPTEMBER 2, 1918.
DEAR MoTHER-Do you think I look as an officer
should? I am afraid I'll never learn to look natural in
a pictur~.
.
. .
This IS perhaps my last day m Saumur. I am wntmg
in the beautiful Y. M. C. A. mansion where Tuck and I
first met in France. We have not learned our new regiments and perhaps will not until we arrive at the front.
I seldom have the blues and most certainly not when
the end I have been striving for is reached. l am now
commissioned. My grade was 15,850, not at all bad, as
12,000 was passing.
I had better close, Ninie dear, as I might get disgusted
and tear the letter up.
LIEUT. P.
BROWN,
Saumur Artillery School.

v.

[Upon receiving his commission as Second Lieutenant at Saumur,
Paul was assigned in September, 1918, to the First Division, Seventh
F. A.,- the same division and regiment as his brother. They were,
however, in different batteries, H ilton being with D Battery, while
Pau!Jwas with C Battery.]
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We moved from the quiet sector from which I wrote
you last and have been doing a series of mysterious and
puzzling maneuvers. If the Boche could observe them
he could not be any more mystified than we are. We
pull out of camp each night just at dark, and usually
come to rest in a woods just as the sun rises. We have
been sleeping under the trees on our blankets and raincoats, but the amount of sleep has not been prodigious.
For the last few days we have been lying in the woods
and are now caught up on sleep and rations. The men
are anxious to go after the Hun again and are watching
with eyes of envy, the work of the British and French.
I hope, myself, they let us in on another show before winter
sets in.
I would certainly like to be with you to talk over the
year's campaign. As I see it, this without doubt is the
most remarkable year of the four years of the war. The
ground gained by the Germans in their successive drives
seemed almost impossible at first, and then when it was
realized how desperate the Hun was and what gigantic
numbers he was using, calculations were made as to how
many more drives he would launch before winter and
how much ground he would gain. And then all these
calculations were exploded by Marshal Foch's great
counter-offensive stroke, and everyone is now figuring on
how many more drives he can put forth before winter.
It has been a big• grand-stand finish to the 1918 inning of
the battle.
Well, I had better get out and get to work-we have
quite a job in straightening our camp in this thicket,
but inspections from higher up must be respected, so I
will go out and see what improvements can be made.

H. U. B.
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THE WOODS, THE MUD AND
THE GUNS
ST. MIHIEL,
SEPTEMBER

26, 1918.
DEAR DAD-Forgive paper and pencil and bad writing,
etc. But I am out here in the woods stealing the time for
writing this letter by the old school-boy method of pretending to be deep in studies but actually having a Diamond Dick under the geography. In this case I have a
squad out drilling in visual signaling and I am now assuming that I am writing messages for them to send. (The
above sounds terribly complicated but perhaps you can
make out what I mean.)
We have been hiking and hiding in the woods spasmodically for the past fortnight and every woods seems muddier than the one behind. We are back of the lines and
can hear the guns up front. Last night there was a decided increase in the uproar, which heralded another advance. There was just a steady rumble of guns fvr over
twelve hours. There was not a single instant when one
could distinguish an interval of silence-just one long
BOOM all the time.
We have no information as to when we are to get into
the "rough house" but I think we will not be kept out
altogether. It seems as though it has been one long steady
push since Scissons and I hope the weather permits us to
push until Heinie is back in the Fatherland.
Paul said he wrote you the other day, so that you know
he is back with the Seventh. We have both been "under
the weather" but have still got oceans of fight left in our
systems. His mail has not caught up with him yet but I
let him read the letters I get. We have much fun reading
over the doings of the Brown family. Late reports have
not included many of the antics of the august head of the
family. What is wrong? Do the writers fail to record
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all activities or have the burdens and solemnity of the war
quieted him down?
I feel that Arch's actual departure for the real army life
will be felt more than we can realize for he was always
more of a "home body" than his two roving "sojer"
brothers.
My paper has given out, and I must quit. Do not worry
if breaks in our correspondence seem long. If something
happens to one of us the other will hasten to notify you.
We are not worried about ourselves but hope you are
keeping in good health and are treating work as lightly as
possible.
H. U. B. }R.
TO THE COLLEGE PRESIDENT
SEPTEMBER 30, 1918.
To PRESIDENT T. C. HowE:
Dear Sir-I have just realized that Butler College is
again in session and I am going to take the time to send
my best wishes and hopes for a big year. We are camped
out in a woods where a few days ago the elusive Hun
pursued his mysterious and evil ways. He is a luxury
loving animal, the Bache. He needs must have electric
lights and beds, and rustic retreats wherein to drink his
national drink; while we are content to do without any
lights at all, to sleep in the mud beneath the trees, and
quench our thirst with chlorinated water. How low and
vile he must think us-exceptionally so now that we are
making him travel several kilometers daily toward home
and mother.
You people back there on the campus should be proud
of the old school, for it is doing its share over here. There
were not a few Butler boys who went over in the last
offensive; and they are only representative of all Butler
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folk. We that are here are only luckier in that we have
the best opportunity to be of immediate service.
·I have been unlucky in that I have not met many of
the "old gang." I saw Fritz Wagoner at Officers'
Training School, in Saumur, and Tow Bonham is here
in the regiment, others I know of but have not yet seen.
Any news of the Butler men either over here or still
in the States will be welcomed . . I received my Alumnal
Quarterly just before the drive opened up, but had time
to read it through and enjoy it thoroughly.
I hope that you are well and that all members of the
faculty are also. If you have a football team this fall
please detail about a dozen husky young folks to "root"
for me. I hope I am back to do my own cheering next
year.
With best regards to all Butlerites,
H. U. B., ]R.
LIFE'S BIGGEST TWO WEEKS
OcTOBER 14, 1918.
THE ARGONNE OFFENSIVE
DEAR CHRIS-I know you will be "up in arms" because
I have not written to you in the last two weeks, but for
once I have an "honest to goodness" excuse. We have
been, and still are, in a big battle and this is the first time
I have had either the time or writing materials to send
word that I am 0. K. Even {\OW I am lying up in a little
hole dug in the bank, with a piece of canvas over the top
to keep the light of my candle from showing. The pencil
I am writing with is about an inch long so do not expect
fancy penmanship.
This has been the biggest two weeks of my life-one
long thrill and many hardships. When I last wrote we
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were in reserve, hiking along the roads and generally
having a bad time of it. Finally we realized that we were
going to get into this push, which had already been started
by another division-and by what happened to that other
division we knew that we were in for a rough time. To
make me more cheerful than the rest I was told to report
to the Infantry as liaison officer before the show started!
When we finally got into the line I joined the "doughboys" and found them scattered around in shell holes
in the fields and on the hill-tops where the other division had been relieved. The Boche was using his artillery and machine guns to make us as uncomfortable as
possible, and he certainly had lots of both. During the
second night of this we got word that we were to go over
the top at day-break. I was with the Major of the advance battalion. I thought that my job would be fairly
safe and that the battalion commander and I would take
up a secure position in the rear of his outfit, and :tram
there direct the movement of his troops.
Picture my
surprise and dismay, therefore, when the time for the
advance came, that the Major should take post in front of
everybody and yell, "Let's go!"
It was still an hour before dawn but our Artillery
flashing behind us, and the Hun's flares and fireworks
in front made me feel quite conspicuous. Also, some big
projectiles roaring through the air, and crashing at my
feet, and some little ones whistling by my ears, made
me feel awfully homesick, but there was no thought of
retreat. We went half a mile before we actually saw the
Germans and these held their hands over their heads and
squawked "Kamarad !" continuously. It certainly was
a gay morning, and noon found us lying flat on our tummies on one hill, and Heinie's second line on the next one,
showering us with machine-gun bullets. The day fin-

ally ended in our scampering down the hill and forcing
the enemy back over the next crest.
The next day we went over again and encountered the
same resistance but managed to gain ground just the same.
For five days after this we lay in shell-holes, waiting for
units on the right and left to catch up with us. This was
a lot worse than going over the top, as the Boche harassed
us constantly with artillery and machine-guns. We ate
and slept only at rare intervals.
When we advanced the next time we drove the Hun out
of the advantageous territory and have been better off
than he has since then. I am back with the Battery now.
Naturally we are all fagged out but still able to shoot
the shells over.
I guess the above account does not sound like Caesar's
Gallic Wars, but this is the best idea I have of the conflict.
I was reported killed once and wounded once, but did not
even get a bullet through my clothes although they kicked
up sod around me quite often.
I got letters from you twice during the two weeks and
they sure were life-savers. One came just before the
advance started and the other came to me while I was
camped-out in a shell hole. A runner from the Battery
brought it down to me, and chased all the glooms away
from that shell hole.
H. U. B. ]R.
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CAPTURING GERMANS IN THE
ARGdNNE
OcTOBER 23, 1918.
DEAR DAo-If I were to give you any kind of detailed
account of my movements since my last letter I should
need more paper than a Battery clerk has. It has been
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impossible for me to write, as we have been in action sine
the first of October, and I have been down with the In~
fantry as liaison officer until yesterday.
"Over the top" is a thrill no man ever forgets, but the
little experiences which are so vivid the first time over
soon fade away and this letter will not be as interesting
as it might have been three weeks ago. The first time
we started to advance it was before dawn and quite dark
Everything was indistinct as we moved across a big field
toward the woods where the Boche had his front line
I was with the Major and held as close as possible to hi~
to keep from getting separated in the indistinct light
In fact he was the only one I could see plainly. The rest
of the line was simply a blur. As we neared the woods
the e!lemy made us out and opened up wit~ artillery,
machme guns, flares and rockets. It looked hke a night
on the Fourth of July in the olden days when the whole
neighborhood assembled in Irvington.
It seemed a miracle that so much steel and lead could
be shot without hurting more men; but we kept plodding
along just the same as if the air was not full of metal
hornets and scrap iron. We advanced through this woods
fairly slowly, for it was hard going. But after we got
through this we had to go down a valley swept by what
seemed a million machine guns. We did this at double
time, for a human being could not have lived long in that
narrow strip of land. I remember seeing the sod fly up at
my feet many times before we reached the shelter of a
small crest where we rested a minute before going on.
As I have said, I was with the Battalion Commander
and there was an advance detachment of fifteen men with
us.
During the first part of the advance we had gone too
far to the right, so we now turned left to get back in
touch. We expected to come out a bit ahead of our com[ 98]
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·es which were pushing through the woods. And sure

pan~gh we came out in advance of them but also in the

enor of' about seventy-five Germans. They seemed as
reauch surpnsed
.
as we were, but I know there was
~ot a single Hun in the outfit one-half as scar~d as I
wast
They were more then five to one agamst us,
but ~e opened up a rifle and pistol barrage on them and
when they did not seem to take advantage of their numbers we rushed them with blood-thirsty yells which, in
my ~wn case were much fiercer than I really felt. However the Major and I bore down on the fleeing Boche,
our 'brave followers backing us up in great form. I evidently ran faster than I intended for I overtook some of
the enemy, much to my dismay! But I leveled my
emptied pistol sternly at them and they raised their arms
in token of surrender. Frightened as I was, I had to laugh
because it was all so unreal and impossible. It was exactly the same as the game we used to play in the yard back
home years ago--exactly the same even down to the
empty pistol!
One of the prisoners, a Major, could speak English so I
had him tell the otherswhat I wanted them to do. He gave
me his belt and pistol, a Luger, which I hope to bring
home with me as souvenirs. [Now in possession of the
family.]
I am not going to have time to write much of these
twenty-one days of battle that we have been in, but it was
the most bitter engagement we have experienced and our
First Division should get unbounded praise for its work.
But then, as the old soldier said after the Spanish-American war, "No, lady, I ain't no hero, I'm just one of the
regulars." However, I saw the whole show from a front
seat with the Infantry and only seasoned fighters could
have gone where we went. Our "doughboy" officers are
wonders, a year's hard schooling having given them all the
coolness necessary to rank them with the best in the
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Allied forces. German officers, taken prisoners, frankly
expressed their dismay and even admiration at the manner
in which we bested the Hun machine guns.
We "went over" one morning during a heavy rain and
the affair was even muddier than a football game on a wet
field. Of course there was no chance to change clothes
or dry the wet ones and for a full week we all resembled
animated mud pies. My striker is even now working on
my pistol and field glasses which are caked with mud, and
rust.
I saw Paul this week for the first time in three weeks
but we are both so busy we have not had ·a chance for a
long talk as yet. He is with his firing Battery at the front
but I am back at the horse-lines resting up from my Ion~
stay in the front lines. No food, no sleep, no rest and too
much rain and gas, almost got me down. But I am still
able to function as ammunition officer, etc., etc., back here.
The Major has just informed me that I will not be used
on liaison again, so don't worry about me on that score.
[But he went back · into the battle line almost immediately.] Paul is doing fine work and his Battery Commander is quite lavish in his praises of him.
Much mail has come from home in the past few days
and I am rereading everything so that I can turn the
letters over to Paul, whose mail has not caught up with
him as yet. I suppose Mike is a 2nd Lieut. now, and Jean
a senior in college-both noble stations in life! Those
pictures that came through the mail were life-savers.
Mother looks as slim and fit as a school girl. I have
some pictures of Jessie and Julia and they surely have
not grown any more or the house will have to be remodeled! From letters received from Weesa and Mary,
they are both cheerful and well, which is swell!
This letter must cease as it is time to feed, water and
groom the "chevaux." (The men call them "shivox" used
[ 100 l

€

HILTON

U.

BROWN,

JR.

~

for either singular or plural.) I am afraid it will be a long
time before I get all these precious letters answered, but
tell everybody to remember that my time is occupied by
a fierce battle, but I will write as soon as the Boche will
let me.
I would like to be home long enough to witness the
enthusiasm and spirit there-but then it is reflected in all
the letters I receive and I can imagine some of the scenes
when the news of fresh advances comes in. I would like
to see Butler College under military rule. Is good old
Professor J abez Hall in khaki? I know he would wear
it if the government would take him.
Needless to say, I am also terribly anxious to see all
of you but will wait patiently until the war is over. This
letter is from Paul as well as me, for he just rode by on
the way to the front and said so. Lots of love, then, from
us both.
Your loving son,
HILTON

u. BROWN, JR.

[The writer of the above, it was subsequently learned, had gone
"over" twenty-three times with the Infantry as liaison officer. The
Colonel spoke of this service as being invaluable and recommended
Lieut. Brown for citation and promotion, but the Armistice came
before these recommendations were received at headquarters and
promotions thereafter were discontinued. The citation is quoted elsewhere.]

THE LAST LETTER
(NEAR EXERMONT)
OcTOBER 25, 1918.
DEAR EvERYBODY-Picking around the front line just
after we had gained ground yesterday I spied a German
[ 101]

HILTON

U.

BROWN,

JR.

crouching in the underbrush. I seized my pistol, but
when I looked' at the man the second time I saw that he
was shaking with fright. I went to him and asked why he
was hiding-a foolish question but what should one say?
He did not understand English, so I tried a little French.
This time he got my meaning and told me he had been
wounded by shellfire and had been lying out in the open
for two days and nights. He was "fed up" on stories of
what Americans did to Germans and so had hidden in
the brush and had not been picked up by first-aid men.
He was almost gone from thirst and exposure and loss
of blood. He nearly passed away when, instead of braining him, I handed him my canteen. Then I called for
stretchers and food. As a token of gratitude he gave me
a blood-soaked fivemark piece of paper money which I
enclose. I did not think much of all this at the time, but
afterward I felt happy to know that this poor wretch had
found that American soldiers were neither cruel nor
blood thirsty.
Over in another company of our regiment is "Tow"
Bonham. And until a short time ago we had Hendrickson,
also of Indianapolis. Then in other commands are
Tom Hibben, Loy, Roberts, Cornelius, Daniels, Ryan,
Cook, Fishback, Kautz, and scores of others whom we
personally know and love. The way these American
boys "carry on" in battle is one of the wonders of a lifetime. And yet when I remember how they used to
fight corn-cob battles and play football I am not surprised that they are not afraid to face the whole German
army. And especially do I know that our army, made
up of such material, can not b~ conquered and it will win
honorably, too. It will be worthy of the fathers and
mothers, the brothers and sisters (and the sweethearts,
too) "back home."
[ 102]
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Well; don't worry; all's well. Give my love to all, and
if I have not written to each of them it is not because I
have forgotten any of them.
HILTON u. BROWN, JR.
THE BROTHER TAKES UP
THE TORCH
[The battle in the Argonne Forest continued for days without interruption. German airplanes sailed overhead directing the fire on the
troops advancing over the ground thoroughly known and mapped by
the enemy. The American losses were heavier than in all other engagements combined. But they took a terrible ~oil of the enemy and
forced him back upon the Meuse and Sedan. Lieut. Brown fell November 3 while in the open with the guns that were constantly
changing position and following up the retreating foe. He was killed
by shell fire. News of his death did not reach his family until December 4.]

(WRITTEN ON THE MARCH BEYOND BEAUMONT, NoVEM•
BER 8TH, IN THE FINAL RACE FOR SEDAN. RECEIVED
DECEMBER 27, 1918.)
DEAR FATHER AND MoTHER-You should have received official notice of Hilton's death .by now, so the first
terrible pangs of heart-break and longing should be over
by the time this reaches you. This is an extremely hard
letter to write but you know all I want to say and can't.
There is really nothing to say that might make it easier
for you. He died the way all soldiers would like to die,
quickly, while doing his duty, on the far advanced battleline of a great drive.
He was buried quietly, shortly after he fell, in the little
town of N ouart not far from where he died.
He was an ideal comrade and we had many good times
together. Being with him was indeed almost too good.
Always we sought each other in our spare moments. No
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one could understand how two brothers could be such
good chums. We could laugh and joke under the worst
circumstances when together.
When one of us returned from some particularly dangerous mission, how glad we were to see each other and
compare notes on what we saw and felt when going over
the top with the Infantry or while at some other service.
It seems only the irony of fate that he should have gone
through so many days of the most dangerous work, as
liaison officer and in hand,to-hand fighting with the Germans, and then be killed in the last days of the war when
back at his Battery figuring data for further advance
against the enemy. I had just returned from the Infantry and we had slept together for awhile before the order
came again to advance. I was bringing the Battery into
position when an officer expressed surprise at seeing me
and said he thought I had just been hit; then I knew
that I had been mistaken for Hilton and that the one
dearest to so many hearts was gone. I could not have
written at once even had I been free. The battle had
opened with fresh fury. Every man and every minute
were needed and I could only hope that in some way the
news would be broken to you as gently as possible. I
am writing while we are stalled on the road, jammed
with troops, trucks and guns, waiting for the bridge over
a small stream ahead to be built. Yesterday we passed
through Beaumont and we will continue to advance as
soon as the road is open. We are striking for Sedan over
terrible roads and are taking nothing with us except the
guns and ammunition.
Captain Kermit Roosevelt is now my Battery commander. He sends his sincere sympathy. I have kept a
series of letters which I have written but which I have
been unable to mail. This letter will be sent by special
messenger through the courtesy of the Y. M. C. A. and
the chaplain.

I have been acting Battery Commander, as I was the
only officer left in the Battery, up to a few days ago. I
have seen and felt all the horrors of war. But I hope
that I am soldier enough to bear up and continue to do my
duty as I know you would want me to do.
Affectionately,
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LAST HOURS TOGETHER

26, 1918.
DEAR DAD--Today I received letters and cablegrams
asking about Hilton. To think that you have been so
long in receiving the fatal news is heartbreaking. Lest
you failed to receive my first letter I will state briefly the
facts.
I returned from liaison duty with the Infantry on
November 2. I found Hilton on the outskirts of the
little town of Landaville. We threw our arms around
each other. He was overjoyed to see me, for I had
been reported missing. We lay down for two hours' sleep
after strenuous days. We were ordered to advance that
evening and I had to return to my Battery. On the 3d,
in our new position, the Batteries were stationed a half
mile apart and we· were unable to meet again. An aeroplane of the Boche forces adjusted on our positions and
one shell hit close to Hilton and Lt. Cameron, killing
both instantly. They were plotting their position on the
map and so were necessarily exposed in line of duty. It
was not possible in the day's action or the terrible days
following for me even to see Hilton's grave which is just
outside the grave-yard in the little town of Nouart which
is near Fosse. It was a heavy blow and very hard to
write about in cold words, but after all, as I said before,
DECEMBER
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it is the way all soldiers would like to die. And we, being
soldiers, must lift up our heads and be proud that we had
such as he in the family. All that knew him loved him
and all that did not know such as he, missed something i~
life worth while.

P. V.B.
PAUL'S DIARY OF THE
CLOSING DAYS
(The following eight short letters were received under one enclosure January 3, 1919. They had been written in shell holes and under
fire on scraps of badly worn paper in the gruelling final days of the
war before and after Hilton's death, and the first days after the
Armistice was declared.]

(NEAR EGLISE FoNTAINE)
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I necessarily have been exposed in the thickest of shelling,
firing the Battery or tending the wounded, and not a
scratch yet! It is the first aid to the wounded that gets
on my nerves. We are like a little family here, and when
one good man goes down it hurts. However, all the men
are cheerful through it all. They get food to us at night
so we are keeping up.
Now as to Tuck: [Tuck was the name by which all
the boys knew Hilton.] He is on liaison with the Infantry
and I have worried considerably about him. All sorts of
rumors have come to me, but late last night he sent word
back to his Battery that he was 0. K. I have not seen him
since we pulled into this "par bon" sector.
This is written on the paper I use for data so I can't
spare much. Batteries on the right have opened up, so
I expect my field telephone to buzz any minute now.
With lots of love,

P. V. B.

OcTOBER 8, 1918.
DEAR FOLKS-I am sitting on the brim of a small shell
hole into which I dive every few minutes. I am surprised
to find how completely it covers me. I am the only
officer left with the Captain. I have three guns left and
hardly· enough men alive to man them. Our horses are
gone but others are on the way to relieve that pressure.
We fire constantly and are always glad to see the ammunition train pull up at night.
The Colonel was here and paid us a high compliment.
My men (all that are left) say they will fire to the last
man, which they will. I've got them in their holes now
until the captain sends more data. We have been here
for three days, and this is the first minute day or night
that I have had. However, I am in great spirit for good
news is coming in of the effect of our shots. We have
certainly met with stubborn resistance here.
It seems as if I am not to "get mine" in this drive, for

(NEAR EXERMONT)
OcTOBER 26, 1918.
The night the last was written the first section gun,
owing to much firing, and probable swelling, blew up.
Sent whole gun squad to hospital, some fatally wounded.
More tough luck.
In another shell hole now. Have been in several
since yesterday. Am acting Battery Commander, while
Captain is ill and until doctor decides whether or not he
must be sent to hospital with sickness (Spanish influenza).
Present Battery position is "par bon" owing to the closeness to the road which is constantly harassed by Boche.
Be interesting to note that tomorrow, October 27,
will probably go down in history. [Date of final drive
was afterwards changed to Nov. 1.]
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Stopped at Tuck's hole in the ground last night and had
a "swell" talk with him. Gave me a picture of Ninie
[Mother] which has been my delight and has done a
world of good. (Ask the men.) Also a bunch of mail
which I enjoyed ever so much. (Have not had any of
my own yet.)
Piece of shell came through the canvas and scratched
me on the shoulder this morning. It burned a hole
in my big fur coat. (Ask "Tuck" about the fur coat.)
No serious harm done.
Wish "dope': .on ','part¥" would ~rrive so I could get
to work. Waitmg m this place, With Battery responsibility, is not cheering. Glad "Tuck" is not here. He
sure has had enough of war to last some time. When
I first saw him after he got back from the Infantry he was
cheerful as ever, but I know the sign. He could not
have gone another day of it. He is looking better now.
Can't sleep well at night owing to the terrible cooties.
Have not had a bath for nearly two months and no
prospects in view. Have four guns now and some replacements. I sent one replacement mounted on my own
horse to deliver a simple message but something happened.
Well, it means unload ammunition all night, that's all,
instead of this afternoon.
They have started shelling again. I wish the men could
dig deeper, but they can't. Strike water.
Jean [sister] would like this. The field mice are in
abundance. There is one eating hard tack I just laid
down. They get into everything and run all over you
at night. (One reason for so many cooties.)
Saw Colonel Tyndall yesterday. Sends his best to dad.
He is roughing it back there with his heavy guns and my
old comrades of the 150th (Rainbow) have been giving
a good account of themselves. By the way, don't
hesitate to let the world know there is a Seventh Field

Artillery. Somehow the regulars never get the credit
due them. No one will ever know or realize what this
First Division has done in this war. But the Germans
know. They know the minute we are put against them.
They fear and admire the First Division.
Perhaps I will have more to add some time after tomorrow. Wish me luck. With love,

NovEMBER 4, 1918.
You have already heard the news of Hiltcn's death,
November 3. There is nothing to say. He was the
finest soldier that ever lived. He died the way all soldiers
would like to die. He was buried in the town of N ouart.
It is impossible to communicate with you. It will be
some time before I will even be able to mail you this letter.
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P. V. B.
(WITH THE FRoNT LINES AT Bors DE HAOis)
OCTOBER 29, 1918.
Was glad to be relieved of Battery command job last
night and am now on liaison with the Infantry. I'm only
a couple of hundred meters from the Boche now.
Last night before I left the Battery a shell sent two
df my best chiefs of sections-gunners-and a couple of
others to the hospital, killing one good lad. A G-1 can
just lit about' twenty meters from me and I nearly bit
my heart in two. I think I'll move. Hope this "party"
is not going to be as bad as it looks. It's a long time
between eats up here. I have not eaten for over twentyfour hours and the last ration was nothing to speak of.

P. V.B.
(FossE)
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The blow is a sad one. It is something we must face
and expect and bear. I am glad I am so busy now. When
we are relieved and have a rest-that I dread to think of.
We had planned so many things together when we were
to get back. And perhaps a pass together.
I was put on liaison as I said. Went over the top
in the big drive of November 1st. I guess I saw all there
is to see of that sort of thing. It was the heaviest
barrage ever yet attempted they say. I don't care to do
it again. To think that "Tuck" did it for twenty-one
days, only to get hit at last!
Captain Kermit Roosevelt is my Battery Commander
now. He is a fine gentleman; not at all imposing or overbearing. We are going on to the Meuse by way of
Beaumont. Am now in Fosse.

P. V. B.
NovEMBER 16, 1918.
At last, a night under a roof. Last night was my first
night indoors since Saumur, September 30, forgetting
five nights under canvas at the hospital. We move again
tomorrow and may not have such good luck in billets, but
I certainly hope so, as it is freezing every night now.
I am enclosing a few notes made during the last few
days of the "guerre." They may be ragged and jerky, but
perhaps interesting, owing to the fact that all was written
under fire and strain. It is peculiar the state of mind one is
in when tired, sleepy, wet and in extreme danger. Most
of the enclosures were written when P. V. was lying prone
in wet mud holes never expecting to see the end of the
war. We were so far advanced when the Armistice came
(November 11) that we knew nothing of what was happening. The order to cease fire was quite a surprise to
us. Strange to say not a cheer went up when the news
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reached us. Either we could not realize the immensity
of it, or knew that it meant no immediate relief or comfort for us. I know for myself that all I wanted was
to lie down for two or three days and rest, war or no
war. How poor little me, with no sleep, little food,
with earaches, terrible heart burnings, cold and responsibility, survived this war I don't know. But the proudest moment of my life was when I overheard a
conversation by some "bucks" who had been with me all
the way through. There are not many of them who
have done that now. The language was not what you
would call the best, but at any rate they made me feel
that I had done my part in this war.

P. V. B.
( BouuNcouRT)
NovEMBER 19, 1918.
It seems we are hitting in better luck than heretofore,
as I am again in good billets. We are getting into less
torn up territory now. We are advancing three days behind the Boche. He manages to muss up things pretty
well as he goes, without actually destroying anything. We
will soon be in Luxemburg. And hope to find civilization
again there. It has been so very long since we saw civilians, stores and such like that we have almost lost faith
in their existence.
Captain Roosevelt is bully and we are getting to be
great friends. We rummage about these deserted villages,
having a great time bringing b~ck German posters for our
billet. In our shack now we have a big poster of a rabbit
with the words that I make out to mean "The hare needs
it." Some food propaganda I suppose. We also have
some smaller animal posters and the sign "Hindenburg
Strasse," which had adorned a corner post in the village.
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Captain Roosevelt and I at once rather understood each
other, as he also lost a brother who was very dear to him
as you know. He often tells me of his experiences in hi~
many travels when we two are left about the camp fire at
night. He has surely seen much of the world, yet he is
most unassuming and very companionable. I am glad to
believe that my experience \!nables me to be of some value
to him. I am still more or less busy, though we have two
other officers now.
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LIEUTENANT GAVIN'S STORY
[ Extract from a letter, ~r~~ Lieutei!'ant Will E. Gavin, First
Battalion, 15th. F.A. 2nd. D1v1S1on, to his parents, Mr. and Mrs.
frank E. Gavin.)

CoBLENZ, FEB. 3, 1919

NovEMBER 26, 1918.
DEAREST FoLKS-At last comes the time when we can
really mail a letter home. Tomorrow they promise to
come and collect our long accumulated mail. Now that I
feel that this might really reach you it becomes again so
hard to write. If only it could be as father said in his last
letter-"his three boys around the old fire-place." That
old fire-place has been the day dream of every soldier in
France. How often have our dreams of real beds, fireplaces, soft lights, rugs and home, cruelly burst like soap
bubbles leaving us in the same old wet, cold mud holes.
As I say, if only one of the three would not be missing at
that long-looked-for reunion all would be so wonderful.
We are just beginning to realize that the worst is over.
Surely there will be no more war and bloodshed.
This is an interesting trip, indeed. The people all speak
Boche now. Some are very unfriendly by their looks, but
so far offer no hostilities. Everything is very high priced,
but we need nothing from the natives. We are now just
outside the city of Luxemburg. Tomorrow we move
again.
Must close as the long looked for mail man is here.
P. V.B.
P. V. Brown, 2nd. Lt.,
Battery C, 7th F. A.

Our Battalion had pulled off to the right and had gone
into position. We were firing as rapidly as possible, over
the heads of the doughboys about 1000 yards in front of us,
at a woods which was full of German machine guns. I
was to the left of a road leading from N ouart with the
ammuntion train sending over the caissons as needed.
One lone Boche avian was flying about just over us, adjusting fire for a long range bache 130 mm. gun. It was a
beautiful fall afternoon. A Battalion from the Seventh
Regiment, First Division, came up. Part of their guns
went up just ahead of ours; and one Battery took position
two hundred yards behind. us. Things were decidedly
uncomfortable with that Bache aviator calmly adjusting
and correcting poor German shots-of which there were
not many. Then he got the range and landed a big shell
under a B Battery gun and wiped out the crew. The next
one went over us and fell right at the feet of the Captain
and Lieutenants of Battery D of the Seventh Regiment.
One of these was young Hilton. And so he died in just a
moment. One instant he was standing calmly figuring
data for his guns and the next he was starting on the great
adventure.
His brother officers to whom I talked spoke very, very
highly of his courage, bravery and devotion to duty. Judging from what they said, he had been very badly wounded
before, and not just slightly, as I believe he tried to make
his folks believe in order to save them anxiety. And I
stood within two hundred meters, unwitting that it was
one of my young friends who had gone to his great reward.
My hands were full, getting my horses, caissons and men
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out of the line of fire. Omstantly we moved about so that
the Germans could not get a good adjustment. Several
men were badly hit as we came through Nouart.
It was very beautiful tribute paid by Grace Julian
Clarke to young Hilton, only it could not say enough. He
was a real thoroughbred gentleman and officer.

RESPONSE
[Reply, February 22, 1920, by Hilton U. Brown, Sr., in behalf of the
nearest of kin, following the presentation in Tomlinson Hall of
French certificates to the relatives of Marion County's soldiers ~nd
sailors who died in the Great War.]

We who remain, kinsmen of the fallen, are but the
voices of those whom France honors. Silent they lie; and
yet not speechless. Who shall say that they do not know?
We are learning to think of those that have gone not as our
sacrifices, but as patriots who gave themselves-gave
freely, unreservedly, blithely. For them, and not for ourselves, we proudly receive these testimonials from a great
people.
Everywhere today in our country, France is speaking
words of cheer to the friends of those gallant youths' that
changed the purpose of their lives that their souls might
ascend to loftiest heaven, in company with the choicest
spirits of other lands. A mighty host in all, representative
of every phase of our national life, including loyal American sons of many whose lineage was deeply rooted in alien
soil.
In all nearly four hundred men from this small area that
we call Marion County are numbered among the 118,000
Americans who died in this war. From hospitals and
camps, from ships, and from the red fields of France, these
brave spirits took their flight unafraid. Theirs not to

l 114 I

£

HILTON

U. BROWN,

choose where to die, nor how to die.

Ja.

~

Each gave every-

thing.
.
. ,
Strange IS the fate that hovers over the soldiers head.
One succumbs to f~ver i~ ~antonments at home; another
eats his heart out m trammg camp far from the front.
On the battle field a charm shields one, and the angel of
death passes over; another dies at the first fire, or perhaps
is the victim of the enemy's last bullet. All equally serve.
We saw the soldier boys marching away-heartbreaking, but inspiring! We saw them return, but,
"Ah me, not all; some come not with the rest,
Who went forth brave and bright as any here."
Whether the going with guns and banners, or the coming with music and palms moved us more, we know that
we shall never be as we were. Small and selfish plans
must give way in the presence of high thought and gallant deed.
Brave souls have before now taken their flight-at
Thermopylae, at Gettysburg. There were blanched
cheeks, and heavy hearts, and many a hope went out; but
the world has been filled with the deeds of those who there
died. Their presence and example have become all-pervasive and immortal. So we find compensation.
The uniforms have been folded away; and the trophies
of war have been treasured. Peace has come ; and we have
fallen back into the tide of daily events. Chairs are empty;
and family names may disappear. But was the price too
great? Something real, priceless, and lasting, has come
into life.
"The brave
Die never. Being deathless, they but change
Their country's arms, for more, their country's heart."
This generation used to wonder how our forbears sustained themselves at home during the days of battle in the
[ llS]
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Civil War. We have now found that human endurance
passes all understanding; that its strength must come frorn
the source of all life; that "He restoreth our soul." Else
hearts would have been broken in those days after the
Armistice with Germany, before the casualties were re.
ported.
"All's well, so don't worry," the boy's letter said,
"The war's nearly. over; the Germans have fled."
The good mother folded the letter away,
And anxiously waited more news of the fray ;
Again thrust the foe in his frantic forays;
The battle ran red in those last fateful days.
"Now peace is at hand" was the news that we read,
But still came the lists of the wounded and dead.
Some lay, in the end, in the Argonne's deep wood,
And some had been lost in the river's black flood.
All's well, it is true, peace came to the brave,
But mother's boy sleeps the long sleep of the grave.
Many thousands of dead lay on the battlefields; and
scarcely a single name was known to loved ones at home.
At last came news which had been both feared and
expected:
"The War Department regrets to inform you"-God
has given a stout heart indeed to one that can read on"that your son was killed in action.''
Dead for weeks, and in his soldier grave! Now the
long silence is explained.
But the soul rallies. In "proud and loving memory"
grief gives way and the soldier's oft repeated words are
recalled: "Don't worry."
[ 116]
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"Put on my tomb my humble name,
And let below it words proclaim:
'He fought 'gainst gloom.' The fight resume;
Go make some others happy.''
France comes today to help us in the fight against
gloom.
This is the anniversary of the birthday of the Father of
his Country. In reflecting on his great life, we may well
quote that other great American. You gold star mothers
feel the consciousness of a "solemn pride" since you have
laid "so costly a sacrifice on the altar of freedom.'' In a
single act, and in the bloom of their youth, your boys have
rounded out completed lives, and have accomplished more
than if they had lived to great age, heavy with honors.
The words of John Hay come like a benediction:
"Who can ever forget the faces which never had a
chance to grow old-the brave young warriors who fell
in battle and gained the price of immortal youth? For
them there is no shadow of struggle or poverty, no trouble
of gray hairs, or failure of strength, no care of the present
nor fear of the future. The unfailing light of morning is
forever in their eyes."
And so France, ever given to timely and gracious acts,
comes today with laurel wreaths. Nor has she ever failed.
Clothed in black her own people; desolate her land ;
bowed down with her own grief, she yet has tears and
love for others. She keeps vigil over the graves of our
dead and blankets them with flowers. She stretches her
hands across the seas to bid us be of good courage, and to
say that she remembers-she remember the road leading
down to Chateau-Thierry, where Germany discovered
America; she remembers the unbroken string of ships
laden with supplies and men; she remembers the Argonne
and its graves; she remembers the healing hand in camp
and hospital.
[ 117]
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FEBRUARY, 1919.
DEAREST FOLKS-I was overjoyed to find wonderful
letters awaiting me when I got back to my Regiment. I
have never enjoyed a better two weeks leave than the
one just ended. They sent me from the hospital to
Italy to recuperate. While in Nice, sitting in comfortable
Morris chairs in the beautiful lobby of one of the finest
hotels, the Captain whom I was with and I observed a
Lieutenant-Colonel. All the coveted medals hung on his

mighty chest. He carrie~ two wound chevro?s and. t.h:ee
service stripes. To top 1t all he wore the Fust DIVISIOn
insignia. The Captain and I both voiced the opinion that
no matter how high the office for which he might run he
would have our votes, heart and soul. Recognizing our
insignia he met us with out-stretched hands. Imagine
our delight. He proved to be of the Twenty-eighth Infantry. (He was afterwards promoted and assigned to
Divisional Headquarters.) All of our Infantry, but particularly the Twenty-sixth and Twenty-eighth, will be
served first in our mess lines any time. And the same
applies to us with them. Never will you find Artillery
and Infantry so close to one another as in the "Fighting
First."
The Lieutenant-Colonel looked me over for a moment,
and then spoke of a resemblance between a liaison officer
from the Seventh and myself. I told him I was very
proud to be the brother of Lieutenant Hilton U. Brown,
undoubtedly the one of whom he spoke. Never was a
soldier more highly praised, and the Colonel is not the
sort given to praising.
"Your brother was one in a thousand," he said. "He
was invaluable to me. When all hell seemed to be raging
about us, we would find him optimistic and unconcerned.
Men are not always like that. Always cheerful, he
drew your attention away from danger. Men will go
to any extreme for men like that. No one can more regret
his death than I. Yet he died as I want to die."
It was no use trying to keep llack the tears of pride as
I looked at that battle scarred soldier and heard his words.
The male populace back here in Germany is so meek
and humble that very seldom do we have cause to chastise
them. Once in a while a bad streak breaks out in one.
Y au who are not hardened to soldier manners I am afraid
would feel sorry for these Germans. Often they appear
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To France we say:
"We have lost much; but we have gained. Sacrifices
make our friendship more precious. You hold in your
blood-rich soil, the forms of those that we love. And on
the white crosses over them we see, as it were, a halo of
immortality. In memory of such as we have committed
to your keeping, Walt Whitman has sung his rude, sweet
song:
"To unnamed soldiers fall'n in front on the lead,
To calm, devoted engineers-to over-ardent travelers
-to pilots on their ships,
To many a lofty song and picture without recognitionI'd rear a laurel-covered monument,
High, high above the rest-to all cut off before their
time,
Possessed by some strange spirit of fire,
Quenched by an early death."
France builds a lasting monument when she honors our
dead, and we honor ourselves when we water with our
tears the lily of the Land of Lafayette.
ONE IN A THOUSAND.
HoLLER, GERMANY.
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downcast and dazed. Occasionally one has to be chastised.
Once while on the march a young Bache got insolent
toward our men. Just as I got opposite to him he made
a nasty remark and a face at us. I am afraid I was in a
bad temper for we had many trials that day. Before I
could control myself I threw him into the gutter. Be
said never a word but by his expression I guess he thought
a good deal. Any way I forgot my grouch and felt better.
But this was an exceptional incident. Usually the men
pass by us without looking at us or making comment.
The children sometimes tip their hats to us, military fashion, and the old women are generally amiable and glad to
be recognized.

P. V. B.
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new shriven, from the fields of sacrifice-flower of our
youth sweeping past the great archangel-he the dragon
slayer of the flaming sword saluting greets them: Hail,
brothers mine! for ye have slain your dragon. Welcome
to your glorious rest!
Lo, even as Christ died for men, so have ye died for
Christ.

W.

FoRSYTH.

A VERY GALLANT GENTLEMAN

By Grace Julian Clark In
The Indianapolis Star
DEc. 15, 1918.

So you are dead in far Argonne, and the lovely land of
war-swept France you fought to save holds you at last
in close embrace.
We who knew you, saw you grow from childhood into
perfect youth, straight, clean and tall, looking life in the
face with clear untroubled eyes and joyous smile-challenging unafraid the brooding shadows that ever hem us
round about-we might have known or guessed the hero
spirit waiting for its call.
Boundless our pride to know such youth has walked
among us. While waters run, clouds blow and earth is
green need we have fear for our dear motherland that
breeds such men?
Dead in Argonne? Nay-but in the glorious throng,
innumerable, of heroic souls joyously triumphant, radiant

"He died the way all soldiers would like to diequickly, while doing .his duty on the far-advanced battle
line of a great drive."
This sentence from a letter of Lieut. Paul Brown in
reference to his brother, Lieut. Hilton U. Brown Jr.,
possesses a distinct human interest and value. Similiar
expressions have come at intervals in other letters from
France, expressions that ring true to the highest ideals
of American manhood and make us rub our eyes to find
whether we are awake or only dreaming, for those young
soldiers who marched off such a short while ago were
mere boys. The intervening months and the experiences
through which they have passed have made philosophers
and sometimes heroes of them.
In our village (for we do not yet regard Irvington as
part of the city) we older residents who have known one
another for many years feel almost like kinfolk. We
may not say much about it; perhaps in these latter decades
we do not often meet, but the feeling is there, deep
and abiding. It can not be otherwise. Some of us went
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DEAD IN THE ARGONNE

To Lieutenant Hilton U. Brown, Jr.
(From the Indianapolis News, Dec. 19, 1918.)
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to college with Hilton Brown and Jennie Hannah and
recall their happy courtship. The Brown family is an
institution in Irvington in which we older citizens feel
almost a proprietary interest. We have welcomed every
one of the ten babies and watched contentedly their
growth and developement.
Paul Brown, the youngest son, was not robust physically; there was some trouble with his breathing, apparently, that rendered the schoolroom irksome to him. He
longed for the out-of-doors and when troops were sent to
the Mexican border he persuaded his parents to allow him
to enlist. He was not yet seventeen and had been the pet
of the family. Then it was that Hilton, five years older
and a junior in college, suddenly decided to go along
to look after "little Paul," as he was affectionately called
by his household. Together they went to M exico, then
through the first Officers' Training School and later
abroad, where they had never been far apart, and their
devotion to one another has been a constant solace to the
dear ones at home.
Hilton was a strapping fellow, tall and athletic, with
the reddest cheeks, the brightest dark eyes, the most witching smile and the merriest heart. Fond memory recalls
him as a small boy, bringing the evening paper, when his
coming was actually an event, so radiant was his face and
so keen seemed to be his joy in just breathing. W e see
him too in his first long trousers, timidly conscious of his
new dignity, yet altogether satisfied. It is particularly
pleasant to remember the bright look that always flashed
from his eyes when he met old friends of his father's and
mother's. Just once we saw Hilton and P aul and their
brother Arch all three in khaki-at some college festivity,
when they entered with their father, making a handsome
appearance.

Now as we stand in imagination beside that new-made
grave in the little town of Nouart, w~ find ourselves repeating these words quoted by Comngsby Dawson"Here lies a very gallant gentlemen." And we say it
with head erect, and almost smiling, for after all there is
more cause for congratulation than for sorrow. Of
course, in some moods we feel strongly that he should
have died hereafter, that it was not fair that he should
be cut down in the early dawn of what promised to be
a long and useful career. But after all, what more could
he have accomplished than he has done? To die "quickly
while doing his duty on the far-advanced battle line of
a great drive"-what more glorious and worth while?
Years could not have added anything to his record, which
is now complete-alike admirable and secure. The
happy warrior knew for what he was fighting, and it
was abundantly worth all that it could possibly cost. He
did the thing he wanted to do and he made good. His
was no faint heart. He ventured his all and won. Now
he has joined that vast throng of newly translated souls
who, during the years of the war have found their way
to the Great Beyond. One fancies this glad young spirit
surprised at first perhaps at finding himself removed from
scenes of conflict to a serener atmosphere, turning to greet
with the familiar smile those comrades in arms who had
made the passage ahead of him and also the dear lost members of his own household.
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A COMRADE'S RECOLLECTION
First Lieutenant Edward S. Pinney, 112 R iverside
Drive, New York City, Yale '17, was in the Seventh
Field Artillery and served with Lieutenant Hilton U.
Brown at Toul, at Cantigny, at Montdidier and other
campaigns. He was nearby when Lieutenant Brown
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was wounded on May 12th. He says that the Battery
was stationed near the town of Broyes on the Montdidier
sector. Hilton's duty at that time lay in keeping up
communication between the Batteries and the echelon
at the rear. Pinney says that Hilton was in the habit
of riding into town where the Batteries were firing
and that he was oblivious and unmindful of the shells tha~
were falling about him. He invariably cheered up the
men by bringing them good news, or by spirightly talk.
He recounts that the horse, of which he had written so
much, was not fond of shell fire and that he would gallop
away whenever a bursting shell dropped near them. The
rider put language into the mouth of the horse, and quoted
him in his opinion of warfare.
Hilton was wounded at the tow~ of Mensnil St.
Firmin. The Germans had been dropping shells in this
town, which was in the rear of our Batteries, and as
Hilton was going forward one of those shells burst under
him before the frantic animal could dash away to safety.
The horse was so badly torn that the men mercifully
put him out of his misery. Hilton's clothing was torn
to shreds and fragments of shell cut him on the head,
in the chest and on the leg. The last named injury
was the worst and was the one which forced him to
remain in hospitals for three months.
"Hilton was the most cheerful man in the whole
regiment," Lieutenant Pinney says, "and everybody was
always glad to see him drop in. He always saw the
funny side of things and kept the men from getting
moody. His work enabled him to visit the Batteries
often. During the period when the regiment was in the
Toul sector (January to April, 1918), Hilton had a dugout at Rambucourt, in the Lorraine front, northwest of
Toul. I afterwards occupied the dugout where Hilton
had been stationed and found the room, which was

deep under ground and protected with iron, stone, earth
and wood, decorated with innumerable drawings that
he had made. One of these was a large cartoon
purporting to tell how the men could get into their
own houses when they got back home. They had been
so used to burrowing into the earth that they could not
become accustomed to entering the front door on the
ground level. So this picture showed a man entering
his house through an outside excavation, while his wife
looked out of the upstairs window in amazement at
her husband digging in through the cellar.
"The Americans at this point in the Toul sector were
for the most part in fixed quarters. There was continuous firing. The Germans were fortified on Montsec,
an elevation from which they looked right down into the
American camp. Hilton spent his hours off duty in
the town of Xivray, north of Toul. The Infantry was
in this town, and had good quarters.
There the Battalion had its headquarters mess. It was his business frequently to stay with the infantrymen as observer for
the Batteries, and here he was often under fire both of
the artillery and machine guns, as well as rifles. He
was always serene and many a soldier will carry through
life recollections of the good cheer and brave spirit
exhibited by him in hard fought campaigns."
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WHERE HE FOUGHT AND FELL
In the spring and summer (lf 1919 the father of the
Brown boys went to Paris as a newspaper man. He witnessed the signing of the treaty at Versailles, was a
spectator of the peace parades of the Allied Armies at the
French and British capitals; had opportunity to observe
all the great personalities of the contest; and saw much of
the aftermath of the great war. But the most gripping
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experience of his trip was his visit to the scenes where his
sons had been participants in the struggle. What he saw
and did has little place here, yet it may be unavoidable to
introduce to some degree personal observations that would
not be expected in a volume for wider distribution than
this one is intended to have.
At Paris, Paul Brown, on leave from the hospital, met
his father. France at that time, still contained most of the
American expeditionary forces. The battle fields were
practically as they had been when fighting ceased, except
that nature had begun to cover some of the rough places
with coats of ragged green. Here and there the rude
crosses showed above the scarlet of the poppies and searching parties were gathering the American dead into concentration cemeteries. Interminable lines of wire entanglements, red and rusty, ran through fields and over
hills. Groups of German prisoners, in their green skull
caps, were beginning the work of reclamation. On the
British front were camps of "coolies." Shells of all caliber were corded up along the roadways, or scattered
through the woods and fields where the battles had raged.
Machine gun belts, piles of cartridges, rusty rifles, broken
machine guns, blankets, trench spades, helmets, the gaunt
skeletons of airplanes, great hulks of tanks sticking in the
dried mud, and all the impedimenta of vanished armies,
littered the once fair fields of Belgium and France.
In some places piles of white powder were all that were
left of villages. Wherever there were up-standing stones,
or parts of cellars or rooms, the natives were returning to
re-establish their homes. Cities that had been under fire
were again becoming populous. The crazy, shell-tom
hotels that had somehow managed to keep a roof in position, were again in use. Roads had been partially repaired, and along the highways that had been under fire
were grotesque masses of discarded and now more than

useless camouflaging materials. Everywhere in the battle
fields were the shell holes with pow~e~ed earth symmetrically piled around each of them as If It had been thrown
up by cistern diggers. The large deep ones contained
stagnant water, and protruding would often be seen bayonets, helmets, and boots, indicating heaven alone knows
what might have been found at greater depths.
Through this desolation the pilgrims, father and son,
made their way with Lieut. Hibben, seeking spots treasured in the memory as described in letters written in other
days. To Soissons, through Verdun and up through the
Argonne with many side journeys to sacred scenes they
went. At length they came to Exermont. Here was a
beautiful narrow valley, on the far side of which were still
to be seen the dugouts and holes where the Batteries of the
Seventh Regiment, First Division, had taken stand.
Crossing a swift, small brook in the valley, up the steep
'hillside beyond, Battery D with its supporting Infantry
had gone. The stubborn Bache had held the crest of the
slope, and some of his dead still lying buried in the fringe
of the woods showed that he had stayed too long in resisting the on-rushing Americans. Here his Battery had fallen into the hands of the Americans. Shells from American
guns far in the rear, beyond another range of hills, had
continued to fall on the German position, now in our
hands. To stop this fire Lieutenant Hilton U. Brown,
as liaison officer, had gone back over the death's valley.
His mission accomplished, he returned with pockets bulging with chocolate and concentr:,lted foods for the temporary relief of his men, crouching under the shelter of the
hill and holding the position against the counter-attacks of
the enemy. At night the guns were brought up and the
troops dug in.
Here still was standing the dugout where Hilton passed
several days. Piles of empty shells for his 75s showed that
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the guns had been roaring. Paul Brown found, not far
away, the fox hole where he had lain with Battery C just
in front of him. There had been deadly work here too·
but now all was peaceful and a vast panorama of fields of
green spread out before the beholders.
The party went on to Nouart, a shell-tom village with
a little graveyard on the far side. Lieutenants Loy and
Kautz, some weeks before, had sought out the place, and
had described a gaping hole in the cemetery wall, near
which there was sacred soil. The shells from both armies
had fallen thickly upon and around this devoted village.
Through it and beyond two or three hundred yards, on
gentle slopes, near a road leading toward Sedan, the Batteries of the Seventh Artillry had taken position in following up the retreating Germans. A slight excavation
showed where the trails of Battery D guns had been dug
in. Close by the spot where the fourth piece stood was a
shell hole. This had been made by the missile that had
brought to an end the career of the happy and valiant soldier. They bore him back into the shadow of the stone
wall that surrounded the cemetery and there dug for him
"the welcome grave." With boards from an ammunition
box they made a cross on which was penciled his name.
There, later re-burial parties had found him. Those that
fell with him, and eight hundred other gallant men who
died in these last days, were removed to the so-called
American Sedan Cemetery. There his grave was found
and there the flag waves over him.
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HEADQUARTERS FIRST FIELD ARTILLERY BRIGADE
AMERICAN FORCES IN GERMANY

U.S. A. P. 0. No. 729
GENERAL ORDERS NUMBER 14
AuGusT 16, 1919.
The Brigade Commander cites the following for gallantry in action and devotion to duty:

znd Lieutenant Hilton U. Brown (Deceased) , 7th
Field Artillery.
"Displayed unusual courage and devotion to duty
during the Argonne-Meuse offensive, October 4th to
November 3rd, 1918, both as Battery officer and liaison
officer with the attacking Infantry. His utter disregard
for personal danger was an inspiration to his men and
contributed to the effectiveness of his detail in maintaining this important communication, until killed while
laying his guns during heavy shell fire on November
3rd, 1918."
By command of Brigadier GENERAL MciNTYRE.
F. ]. DuNIGAN
Major Field Artillery
Adjutant.
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GENERAL ORDER No. 94.
The Division Commander cites the following officers
and men of this command for distinguished service and
conduct in the recent operations between the Argonne and
the Meuse:
2nd. Lieutenant Paul V. Brown, 7th. F. A.
"Near Eglise Fontaine on October 4th, and at Apremont from October 5th to 11th, inclusive, Lieutenant
Brown, as executive, handled the Battery in most admirable fashion; showing a complete disregard for danger,
and inspiring his men to do their duty. His example of
cool and determined bravery insured their continued firing
a barrage without a pause, even when one of the pieces
exploded, severely wounding four of the crew. His devotion to duty and maintenance of discipline were worthy
of the finest traditions of the army."
HEADQUARTERS FIRST DIVISION
GERMANY, DEC. 13, 1918.
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HILTON U. BROWN JR. POST
OcTOBER 25, 1919
To MR. AND MRs. HILTON U. BRowN:
Veterans of Indianapolis, connected exclusively with
the newspaper and printing industries, have formed a post
of the American Legion, and in humble expression of the
greatest honor in their power to bestow, have named the
post "Hilton U. Brown, Jr.," that future generations
may know and esteem this hero, and that honor to his
name may continue.
Most sincerely and gratefully,
FoREST M. HALL, President
Hilton U. Brown, Jr. Post
American Legion.

BUTLER COLLEGE PAYS TRIBUTE
JuNE, 1919.

OFFICE OF THE ADJUTANT GENERAL
JuNE 17, 19 19.
To MRs. HILTON U. BRowN:
DEAR MADAM,
There is forwarded herewith by registered mail a
French Croix de Guerre with silver star, and citation certificate awarded to your son, Hilton U. Brown, Jr., late
second Lieutenant, Battery D, Seventh Regiment
Artillery.
P. G. HARRIS
General Headquarters of the
French Armies of the East.
Order No. 14,735.
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The commencement season of 1919 at Butler College
was largely devoted to the soldier and sailor students.
Some of them had already returned from France and
others from cantonments, while yet others were still with
the Expeditionary Forces. The Class of 1919, with which
Lieutenant Hilton U. Brown would have graduated, on
June 17, presented his portrait to the college. It was
painted by William Forsyth, and 'was hung in the chapel,
suitably inscribed, alongside of the portrait of Joseph
Gordon, killed in the Civil War, whose picture had long
been on the walls and had been seen many times by the
class and by its deceased member. The ceremonies did not
relate exclusively to the subject of this sketch, for there
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were many who performed heroic service and all were remembered. Miss Evelyn Butler, describing the ceremonies, in the Commencement Number of the Alumna!
Quarterly, said:
"At four o'clock with military punctuality the bugle
sounded Assembly, and the young men of Butler College
who had returned for the commencement season and who
had seen service, whether at home or abroad, marched in
formation from the Bona Thompson Memorial Library
down the shady stretch of University Avenue to the College. As they entered the Chapel the audience stood and
all joined in singing America. After prayer by Dr.
Paul, President Howe, in a fine and heart-felt address, extended to the young men the congratulations and welcome
home of the college to whose name they had added dignity
and honor. Short talks followed by some of the men and
certainly these walls never resounded to such a collection
of genuine, vigorous, stirring speeches, full of typical
Yank spirit and humor. Herman $heedy, '20, whose
service had been right on the Butler campus as sergeant
in the S. A. T. C. gave a straight-forward, manly defense
of that much criticised corps. Ensign Howard Caldwell,
'15, told with life and humor of his life in the navy. Lieutenant Paul Ward, '14, followed with a talk on The Air
Service. Lieutenant Ward left his studies at the Union
Theological Seminary to join the aviation service and he
took occasion in his earnest talk to voice some convictions
at which he had arrived concerning recent political developments. Sparkling with gaiety and wit was Sergeant
Clair McTurnan's account of his life abroad with the ammunition train. The story of the turning of the tide at
the crucial battles of Chateau Thierry and Belleau
Wood, told by Corporal Harrison Cale, ex-'07, was, perhaps, the afternoon's most vivid and gripping relation of
experiences in the war. A noble war poem, written by f,
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Jessie Christian Brown, '97, was next read by her with
great beauty and power of expression. Following Mrs.
Brown's poem came two of the most interesting and
affecting events of the afternoon. In the name of the
Sandwich Club, a service flag was presented to the College
by Carey C. Dobson, of the Senior Class, who, as he finished his speech threw back the Stars and Stripes from
an easel on which was displayed an ivory satin banner bordered with Butler blue, a blue star under which were the
figures 693 as indicative of enlistments, 12 gold stars arranged in the form of a cross, a red triangle under which
is the significant number 17. Lieutenant Henry J ameson, '19, in an address marked by fine appreciation and
lofty feeling, presented to the college as a memorial gift,
a portrait of Lieutenant Hilton U. Brown, Jr., killed in
action on November 3, in the Argonne. As Li.e utenant
Jameson unveiled the splendid likeness of young Hilton
Brown, '19, in uniform and service belt, a bugle outside
sounded Taps. After President Howe's acceptance of
these gifts in the name of the College, Miss Winders sang
with beauty. and feeling, God Remembers, and the benediction was spoken by Dr. Morro. The afternoon had been
one crowded with emotion for those who had known stress
and strain in the past two years. May Butler College
never again have occasion to send forth her sons to war.
If such occasion should arise, may she welcome them home
again with similar patriotism, sympathy and joy."
The poem read on this occasion by Jessie Christian
Brown is destined to go into the permanent elegiac literature of our day. It follows:
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A HYMN
In Honor of the Part Played by Butler Men
in the Great War

By ]ESSIE CHRISTIAN BROWN, '97.
I-THE BITTER YEARS
Now June comes 'round again-the golden sun
Falls all too warmly on the waving grass:
The air is heavy with the scent of flowers;
Across the campus, freed from tedious hours,
In cap and gown the grave collegians pass.
Ah, Youth and June !-the poets, every one,
Have hymned these themes since history was begun
And still will sing them till their race is run.
'
A year ago, the sun as brightly gleamed,
Perhaps-the rose her fragrance shed,
And yet, our skies were overcast-it seemed
As if a part of summer's bloom had fled.
We did not heed the robin's cheery notes,
But strained to hear the drum-beat from afar.
The old gay songs were stilled in our throats,
And on our lips was one grim phrase-the War!
One aching thought was all we dwelt upon,
"The boys! The boys! Our lovely boys are gone!"
How does one live through anguish? Bear the load
That seems too heavy for the burdened mind?
I know not-yet there is an end to every road,
No matter how its weary course may wind.
Those wise Greeks of the olden time would say,
Bowing their heads with Stoic calm, "Today
You suffer. 'Tis the lot of humankind.
Endure, endure. This, too, shall pass away."
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And so the bitter years dragged on. It seemed
Sometimes as if the war would never cease,
And that those silly, happy days of peace
Were only something we had idly dreamed.
Monotony, despair-when suddenly
A thrill of hope ran through the tired old world,
And flashing came the word across the sea,
"Rejoice! Rejoice! Rejoice, for Belgium's free!
France sings her Marseillaise exultantly!
Behold, the Britons ride through Bagdad's gate!
The Hohenzollern to the ground is hurled:
No more he shouts his lusty Hymn of Hate!"
"Our boys ?"-we questioned, wild with joy and
pride.
Back came the winged call across the tide,
"Those glorious lads? Look in the dark Argonne,
Look in the bloody nests of Belleau Wood.
See where the haughty Prussian legions stood,
The foul imperial eagle and his brood.
It's always darkest just before the dawn,
They say; and in the world's most tragic hour,
When Prussia sneered in arrogance and power,
Then, in the darkness of a whole world's pain,
The Yanks came laughing through the mud and rain,
And lo-the clouds of deep despair and doubt
Were scattered, and the sun of Joy broke out!"
II-THE RETURN OF THE VICTORS
Ring, ye bells, the night is gone,
Peal your happy carillQn.
Ring, exultant bells of earth,
Laugh and dance in easy mirth,
Y e people-keep your carnival
In lowly home, in stately hall.
Proud ships, sailing through the foam,
Bring our boys in triumph home!
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Across the land we see them goSun-browned faces, thoughtful eyes,
(What has made them all so wise,
Care-free boys we used to know?)
Bring them safe, ye roads of steel,
Even senseless iron must feel
Sting of pleasure almost pain,
That Youth returns to us again.
Soldier jokes-"Oui, oui, Marie,"
"Beaucoup mud," and "Gay Paree !"
Laughter, with a hint of tears,
"Mother, see !-my souvenirs."
Tattered flag and empty gun,
Tin hat, shining in the sun,
Gas-mask-staring bogey-face,
(All its tubes and disks in place)
Belts and ribbons, Croix de Guerre,
Bits of shrapnel here and there,
Hobnailed boots and funny cap,
Trim puttees and polished strap,"Listen, dear. I hear the tap
Of a crutch."-"Yes, poor old chap,
Lost his leg at Vimy RidgeWent through fire to save the bridge."
Now I know why you are wise,
Sun-browned lads with thoughtful eyes,
Eyes of gray and eyes of blueGrave young soldier-lads, you knew
What a hell the world passed through,
What it cost in blood and pain
That Belgium might be free again.
Price these paid to set us free,
Free from basest treachery,
Cruelty, deceit and lies:
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Death that drops from out the skies,
Death that lurks beneath the sea.
Free from terror, free from fears,
Down the blessed future years.
III-MEMORIES

The drums are stilled, the flags of war are furled.
So, June comes back again, and o'er the grass
In cap and gown the serious seniors pass.
How does it seem, the little college worldIts peaceful round of duties, lessons taught,
Its sweet companionships, its talk of class,
Of budding love-affair 'twixt lad and lass,
Its mild concerns and philosophic thought,To those who bore the war, who marched and
fought?
I fancy, mid the joy of safe return,
The kiss of greeting and the warm embrace,
Their stubborn thoughts revisit many a place,
And crowding pictures on their memories burn.
And yet-the years that come will blur awhile
The sharpness of those pictures: peaceful cares,
The love of home and wife, the baby's smile,
Will steal upon those memories unawares.
THE TRENCHES

But one will never quite forget the night
He waited with his comrades in the dark
Until the zero hour, his fingers cold and stark
Upon his bayonet.-A gleaming light
On the horizon's edge-the low command,
The gallant scramble over No-Man's-Land,
His pal beside him-then a shrieking ball ;
He looked around and saw his comrade fall.
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A smile, a farewell word-"Good-bye, old top,
The best of luck-you carry on- don't stop
Until you reach-Berlin!" And that is all.
Between him and his busy work, some day,
That face will come in memory, and that gay
Heart-breaking smile he'll see till memory's gone,
And hear that voice, "Good-luck-you carry on."
THE

BIRDMAN

Another will recall, as years go by,
Those days he rode triumphant through the sky:
Looked far below him, saw the world outspread
Like bits of children's toys-all green and red
With funny little towns-while overhead
The fleecy clouds were shot with gleams of gold.
He laughed in sheerest rapture to behold
The wonder-bird beneath whose shining wing
He rode.-Ah, death were such an easy thing
If it could come when one is young and bold,
Instead of waiting till a man grows old!
DEVASTATED FRANCE

And in the memory of this other lad,
Will linger, like an etching sharp and deep,
A pitiful French village-little, steep,
With ashes where the village homes had been( Such harmless houses, too, when men were glad,
And happy love and laughter entered in,
Before the war came, and the world went mad.)
The village church was but a shattered shell
With twisted roof, and altar all awry.
He saw no tears-the fount of tears was dry.
But day by day, the people straggled back,
With broken sabots, and a ragged pack
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For all their wealth-old miserable crones,
With sunken eye-balls, little racks of bones
That once were children-never sight of maid,
Or stalwart youth, or any child that played
As children should. He asked, dismayed,
Of one old wistful creature, "Grandam, tell
Me where the other people are." She raised
Her eyes to his-he shrank from their despair.
(In them he saw reflected France's pain.)
"The dirty Boches came here when life was fair,"
She said. "They took the maids away, but where,
We know not. They will ne'er come home again.
They say we'll have once more Alsace-Lorraine.
The Bache's day is done. Well, God be praised!"
THE

SEA

And there's a sailor. How his thoughts will soar,
(As he, immured amid the city's roar,
Cons dreary figures)-where the sea-gull floats,
And mariners sail out upon their boatsThose daring ships that carry precious freight,
Defiant of the skulking foes that wait
Beneath the water, out there in the blue:
Those crazy ships, with many a puzzling hue
Of gray and green and white, against the skies.
Poor sailor! He shall dream, with half-closed eyes,
Of tossing white-caps, tumbling, madly-free,
Of lonely vistas, only clouds and sea.
His nostrils once again shall strive to know
How rude, and cold, and sweet, the sea-winds blow.
Perhaps a prayer will linger on his lips,
"For those that go down to the sea in ships."
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An aureole of glory. We go out at night,
And see, far sparkling, up through all the heavenly space,
Those glistening stars that never fade, whose wondrous
light
Comes radiant to the aging earth. And so the bright
Remembrance of those gallant lads whom we call dead
Shall through the years bring clear each glowing youthful
face.
No more shall young Joe Gordon, on the chapel wall,
Against his starry banner, hang aloof and lone.
Around him group his comrades. And I think at night,
When all is dark and silent here, young Joe will call,
"Where are you, boys?
It's roll-call"-and they'll
answer, every one,
"I'm here! Here's Bruce and Tuck and Charlie, Mercer,
Toon,
Here's Michaels, Elliott, Leukhardt-here are Bob,
Macrae,
And Marsh and Marvin!"-Then I think the kind old
moon
Will look in through the chapel window, and will say,
"Ye are a worthy part of that vast company,
Y e Butler Boys. Behold, it wings from sea to sea!
Your comrades call to you from trampled Flanders plain,
From Servian mountains, fields of ripe Roumanian grain,
F10m France and Russia, from Italian snows--for ye Are those who gave your AL-p, to set the nations free!"

And these shall ponder, in the days to be,
On fate's caprice that kept them fretfully
In camp and barrack-though the eager heart
Yearned to be gone across that death-strewn sea
To France. Expectantly, each did his part,
Endured unwonted discipline, restraint
That irked young shoulders, all without complaint.
To them the day of peace brought no relief,
But disappointment, and a boyish grief
That theirs had been the harder, quiet task
To wait, and learn, and dream, and vainly ask.
Yet as they journey down the passing years,
Remembered faces, fun~alight, shall glow
In happy fancy-ringing in their ears
Shall echo boyish accents. Long ago,
A dying Scotsman voiced a hopeful plea
That man and man, the whole world o'er, might be
For a' that, brothers. So these boys shall grow
In power and love, and make reality
The poet-prophet's dream of true democracy.
THE RoLLING YEARS

And so the years shall go, and each returning June
Shall bring the grave young Seniors in the cap and gown.
Returning Autumn, with her leaves of gold and brown,
Shall bring new children, all with jest and merry tune,
To academic halls. We shall, alas, grow old,
And all these soldier lads, as seasons shall unfold,
Shall note how time is passing, and shall say, each man,
"Eheu, fugaces, Postume, labuntur anNi,"-just as gay old Horace did, in ages sped.
But in these halls shall linger, ever strong and young,
A timeless Youth, about whose shining head is hung

On Sunday afternoon, December 14, 1919, a bronze
memorial tablet dedicated to the memory of the students
of Butler College who gave thir lives in the great war was
unveiled. The tablet was the gift of the alumni of the
college, inspired by Professor Katherine M. Graydon.
The inscription on the tablet was as follows:
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IN MEMORIAM

u.

HILTON
BROWN, }R.
KENNETH VICTOR ELLIOTT
JOHN CHARLES GooD
RoBERT EDWARD KENNINGTON
HENRY REINHOLD LEUKHARDT
WILSON RusSELL MERCER

GUY GRIFFITH MICHAELS
MARSH WHITNEY NoTTINGHAM
MARVIN FRANCIS RAcE
BRucE PETTIBONE RoBISON
MACREA STEPHENSON
HENRY CLARENCE TooN

IT IS GIVEN TO MAN ONCE TO DIE
HOW THEN SHALL ONE MORE NOBLY DIE
THAN IN HIS COUNTRY'S CAUSE
AND FOR THE SAFETY OF MANKIND?
SO DIED THESE

GOD BE WITH THEM

MAY THEY REST IN PEACE

The former president of the college, Scot Butler, a
veteran of the Civil War, phrased the dedicatory lines,
and suitable ceremonies accompanied the unveiling. It
was "not an hour of sorrow," as Claris Adams said in
presenting the tablet, "but an hour of ineffable pride
and love." There were other notable participants in the
ceremony: Dr. Jabez Hall, Dr. Allan B. Philputt, President Thomas Carr Howe, Frank M. Ketcham and William S. Alexander. Miss Graydon read a memorial to
the heroic dead. Of him that is the chief figure in this
book she said :
Hilton U. Brown, Jr., of the Seventh Field Artillery
fell in action in the Argonne on November 3, 1918.
Two have caught in swift line the full expression of
this valiant soldier. One said, "Hilton died the way all
soldiers would like to die-quickly, while doing his duty
on the far-advanced battle line of a great drive;" the
other said, "He lived a man; he died a hero." What
more can I say!
Hilton belonged to Butler College by right of inheritance. He was our child, too. We followed him with
affectionate interest from happy childhood into boyhood,
on into young manhood. We see the tall, athletic youth,
the bright cheeks, the merry twinkle of eye. Oh, we
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see more! We see the promise of the heroism that was
to be.
Hilton's soldiership was of a high order. He loved
his men. He was their servant as well as their leader;
at all times and in all places they came first in his thoughts,
and until they were made as comfortable as circumstances
would allow there was never thought of self. He had a
sense of protectiveness for one younger or for one less
equal to endurance. He was honest in the finer way of
absolute sincerity of honor. His courage rose very high.
His action won for him, posthumously, the Croix de
Guerre, but it won for us here a still greater thing-a
concrete expression of all that efficient, practical idealism,
which is perhaps the dearest dream of our democracy.
Hilton's nature had an artistic side. He was fond of
literature-instinctively he knew real literature. This
may be one reason he seemed gifted with his pen. We
had planned for him a journalistic career, following in
his father's honored footsteps. We had pictured for him,
as doubtless he had pictured for himself, a life in this
community of usefulness and power, in which Butler
College would not be wanting.
"His horoscope had seemed so plainly drawnSchool triumphs, earned apace in work and play;
Friendships at will; then love's delightful dawn
And mellowing day.
"Home fostering hope; some service to the State;
Benignant age; then the long tryst to keep,
Where, in the yew-tree shadow congregate,
His fathers sleep.
"Was here the one thing needful to distill
From life's alembic, through this holier fate,
The man's essential soul, the hero will?
We ask; and wait."
Yes, we ask and wait.
[ 143
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Random Verses
SOLDIER DYING, SOLDIER DEAD
Soldier dying, soldier dead, sleep undisturbed.
No more for you the sword of red or wrath uncurbed,
Your soul, gone to those heights above,
To that far land of light and love,
Is unperturbed.
No need for you to fear hell's fire, whom duty becked,
To fight in field and rain and mire, in cities wrecked.
You joined the forces of the free
To bring a demon to his knee,
And hold him checked.
It is that those who, holding power yet craving more,
Did cause on earth this leaden fire of death to pour,
Shall learn to fear far fiercer hells
Than screaming shot and bursting shells
Ere this life's o'er.
For they shall hear in all their dreams by day or night,
The widow's moans, the calls for justice and for right;
And let them flee by sea or land,
A desperate fear with burning hand,
Will clutch them tight.
In years to come we shall not bow to brutal force.
Your children who are helpless now will find a source
Of power in God's own way,
When peace and love shall both hold sway
And run their course.
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THE REJECTED SONG
A poet there was and he wrote a song
As he sat at his desk one day;
The theme was airy, not stem and strong,
So he scornfully threw it away.
Yes, he crumpled it up and tossed it out
Of the window into the street,
Where hurrying crowds kicked the paper about
As it fluttered beneath their feet.
It was jostled about till it lay at last
In a sheltered nook by the way,
Where the people saw, as they hurried past,
The form of a man grown gray.
He was shoved about like the paper white,
He was thrust aside by the crowd,
He had given up in life's great fight,
He was beaten and thoroughly cowed.
And he said as he watched the throng go by,
"What's the use of this struggle and strife?
For no one would sorrow if I should die,
And I find no pleasure in life."
And while he complained in his mournful tone,
He picked up the tattered sheet,
As it lay there, soiled, on the paving stone,
And pondered its message sweet.
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He forgot he was
He forgot he was
And turned to go
And manfully do

~

tired of life and its pain,
weary at heart,
back to his work again
his piut.

A poet there was and he wrote a song,
But threw it away in disgust,
Condemning the lines as not being strong,
But they raised one man from the dust.

FEAR NOT TOMORROW

If the world goes wrong
And your life seems long
And you look with joy toward the end,
There is naught worth while
Like the kindly smile
Of a cheerful, loving friend.
So let me live,
My joy to give,
And help some through their sorrow,
Then I shall feel
My life is real
And shall not fear tomorrow.

"FISHFACE"
THE CHILDREN'S BOGEY

11!1

It was only a word of hope and mirth,
A song with an easy style,
But it showed this man what life is worth,
And its gayety made him smile.
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I wish I were a noble knight
To ride around the town
And slay my foes until I was
A man of great renown.
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I'd soon find out where "Fishface" lived
And thither I would go
With sharpened sword and battle axe
T~ operate, you know.
His face was like a bowl of soup
His feet were like a chicken coop
His hair stood up like bearded grain
His voice was like the driven rain.
The dances that he tried to do
Would sure disgust an oyster stew.
With every dance that poor boob tried
Some higher standard in me died.
So I did try-alas in vainTo give what Abel got from Cain.
And all that night I lay in bed
And held an ice bag on my head.
I made a
To "get"
Whene'er
And then

very solemn vow
that guy, I knew not how,
I saw his face again,
go gladly to the "pen."

NIGHTFALL
The dark night falls slowly o'er the world,
The bird's last note comes sadly through the gloom.
The sunset's glory in the west unfurled
Throws golden lights into the dark'ning room.
Time was when this last hour of day
Was felt to be the happiest hour of all.
At children's games we'd loudly play
And haltingly obey our mothers' call.
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But now with changing times, my heart
Beholds this hour the saddest of the day.
It shows me and my old time friends apart
When once we were so happy at our play.
TO BOB DUNLOP, GONE TO WAR
Strike on the lyre more martial music,
Something more warlike be your theme,
Let me hear the bursting shrapnei,
With noise of battle fill my dream.
Far away my thoughts are drifting,
Ever shifting,
Ever lifting,
With the fervor of the fight;
In the fierce and furious battle,
With the forces of the right,
He is there I picture sadly,
Fighting madly,
Serving gladly,
To uphold his country's cause.
Oh that he could hear my praises,
Hear my heartiest applause.
Strike on the lyre more martial music,
Let the theme o'erflow with praise ;
Cheer my comrades in the trenches,
Cheer my friend of other days.
(WRITTEN IN THE SPRING OR SUMMER OF 1915.)
[Capt ain Robert Dunlop, M. C., 75th Canadian Battalion, was
killed in action September, 1918. Lieutenant Brown was killed
November 3 of the same year. They were friends of "other days"
before the war. Captain D unlop was English-Canadian and enlisted
as soon as his country entered t he war. Lieutenant Brown followed
as soon as t he United States became involved.]
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MARIE'S LOVE
The poets all, both great and small
Do praise the glorious Spring,
With gladdened hearts they do their parts
And loud their praises ring.
They sing about the flashing trout,
Or sing of bird and tree;
But let them rave, and for me save
The praises of Marie. ·
What of the bees and leafy trees
Or azure skies so blue?
They'd all seem dead-the sunshine fled,
If she were not so true.
But when I know that through the glow
Of morning's radiant light,
She thinks of me so lovingly
And dreams of me at night,
'Tis then I see in bird and tree
A glory quite divine
And nature's charms like loving arms
About me seem to twine.
Then I can sing "Long live the Spring!"
But longer live her love,
For when it's gone the birds are flown
And skies are dull above.
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THE THREE PRINCES
There were three handsome princes
And they laughed in princely glee,
And much they warbled in their mirth,
These happy noble three.
There were three haugJity princes
Who sat in royal chairs,
Nor did they hear another prince
A-coming up the stairs.
They thought the fourth nought but a rogue,
Nor did they hear him ring,
Until a voice of thunder cried,
"Arise! Behold the King!!"
And much they stood and marveled,
At his most kingly mein,
Then each plucked off his tinsel crown
And cried, "Long live the Queen!"
f 153 I

II

II"

:I:,

'il

~

HILTON

U.BROWN,

.Ja.

~

TO KEATS
Oh for a strain of Orphean melody
To help me sing in fitting praise of thee.
Or might I, like the bards of old, be stirred
To sing by inspiration-just a word
To show the wonders you have made me see
In this sweet world-an humble word from me.
Oft as a child I used to stand in awe
Of seasons' glories, 'mazed at what I saw
And felt when Spring or Autumn wrought its change
In Nature's garb. Yet while I thought how strange
Was all this magic, I had not divined
The hidden secrets that you seemed to find
In all the cycles that I loved so well.
And as, haply in song, I heard you tell
Of nymphs and dryads who, within the shade
Of leafy, flowery alleys danced and played,
My heart was thrilled anew, and now I hear,
In May, when first the violets appear,
The joyous shouts of sprites who run to greet
The first sweet messengers of Spring. Their feet
Scarce touch the earth, so fear they that perchance
Some life might be downtrodden in their dance.
They guard the quiet groves with tender care,
And keep from harm the flowers growing there,
Till at approach of Winter's icy days
I dimly see, through Autumn's golden haze,
The sobered fairies, flitting 'midst their flow'rs,
Hiding them deep among the leaves, till show'rs
Of Spring shall raise again their slender stems
And tender blossoms-Nature's rarest gems.
AUTUMN OF 1916.
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TO COLLEGE BROTHERS
(Written from the Mexican Front, with Battery A, to
Indiana Gamma, Phi Delta Theta.)
I fill my pipe with tobacco
As I sit in the deepening gloom,
When the flickering light from the fireplace
Throws its shadows across the room.
The smoke of my pipe drifts upward
'Till it mingles with other smoke
From the pipes of my college brothers
As they sing and laugh and joke.
The smoke all intermingles
In a shadowy, mellow haze,
Like the mingling of our spirits
In our carefree college days.
But the smoke will soon drift asunder,
It will spread in a thousand parts,
For it is not bound together
With the bond that links our hearts.
For no matter where we may wander,
In a cold or sunny clime,
In our heart we'll fondly cherish,
The friends of our college time.
As long as this life is with me,
Till I'm laid to my final rest,
My Phi Delt friends at Butler
Are the friends I shall love the best.
OcToBER, 1915.

[ 154]

~

[ 155 1

~

HILTON

U. BROWN,

Ja.

~

~

H I L T 0 N

U. B R 0 W N,

J a.

NOVEMBER
THE STATE'S GONE DRY
Bacchus sat within a bar.
No longer played he his guitar;
His stein of Bud he did not touch;
And did he ;;ing or smile? Not much!
"Why not sing, as you did of yore?
"Why cast the gloom in this beer store?"
Old Bacchus wiped his tearful eye
And merely said, "The state's gone dry."
But soon he sang a joyful song
And caught the next boat for Hong Kong.

IN KIPLING'S STYLE

(Found written on the fly leaf of a pocket volume.}
To MY LITTLE VoLUME oF KIPLING, SENT To ME IN
TEXAs BY MY FATHER.

You go in my pack or my haversack,
You are solace in time of need,
When things look too blue I go straight to you,
And you are a friend indeed.
You tell of the life-of the joys and strife
Of my brothers across the sea,
Who play at the same little army game
The same as it's played bt me.
So you'll go with me, when again I'm free
Of the army-its woes and its joys;
And you'll tell again of the army menOf the loves and fights of the "boys."

("Killed in action November Jrd.")
November is here, so cold and drear
With chilling winds and rain.
The leafless trees, wail in the breeze
As if they were in pain.
Oh month of death, thy cruel breath
Has killed the happy flowers.
Our earth's so bare, why can't you spare
Those pretty friends of ours?
What can you give to make us live
With hopes of Joy's return?
Oh month of woe, what can you show
To teach men not to mourn?
You take the flowers and summer's hours
Of song and warmth and mirth
And there is nought that you have brought
That will to life give worth.

THE RELAY RACE

(Written while in Manual Training High School)
Oh, ye who delight in stories
Of races fairly won,
List to this tale of heroes,
And the triumph that they won.
Just one race more and the day is o'er,
The relay race is last;
The coach repeats the honored feats
Of heroes of the past.
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With shake of hand and flare of band
The first man takes his place ;
The pistol sounds, the air resounds,
"Now win this mighty race!"

The goal is neared, his course is veered,
His foe is left behind!
The race is done, his team has won!
He staggers o'er the line.

With lengthened stride and heaving side
He nears the judge's stand,
And with grim face, in second place,
Touches his teammate's hand.

His sight is blurred and there is heard
The glory of the band;
'Mid clang of bells and deaf'ning yells,
His teammates press his hand.

The watchers shout, this man starts out
Determined to win the lead ;
Since time began no one e'er ran
With such a burst of speed.

And now when men their stories tell
Of heroes and of fray,
They always show how Manual won
Upon that famous day.

Ahead of all, the third man tall,
Starts swiftly round the track;
He sways, he slips, and then he trips,
And falls upon his back!
With cat-like bound he leaves the ground"Hurrah !" the bleachers cheer,
But runners fast have gone on past
And leave him in the rear.
"Run as before!" the bleachers roar
As round the track he flies;
He nears his foes as on he goes,
The air is rent with cries.
With straining limb and curses grim,
The captain starts around ;
He runs so fast it seems as if
His feet scarce touch the ground.
Of runners four that go before
He passes three at last;
"Now run!" "Now run!" there is but one
By whom you must get past!
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THE HIGH-TOPPED BOOTS

,,~..ft,. .. ,t o,.ow-~ (Joes OUT To fi.J"'~,,. AiJI-T-fje.J. RuJ,•e.r bcd'rs

Allrl..Julfltj-4
W!.ttt tt..'er

.,.,;fl. q,// _4,:, Ill~ o.>r.t(Jtttj4~

II. e tea.~ ~" rJ.,r~.
dot.& ~~ltne'e 1-tie C«n ~to" fho()~ 111e I~

IA/J~~te',I-1Jt! Oi.fUlOII. S~HtrJ
lieufelftt. ,,;t Br• LV~ ;ru-.,~s u} ~ /)tW4J
It'.4 e"' c·-. r -tie ~.Q.Kho" sltoo'h.

Indianapolis News
rrhis spontaneous outburst of warlike verse came to Indianapolis
from France. The verse and the freehand drawing which accompanies
it were the work of Lieutenant Hilton U. Brown, Jr. The verse was
written for the special delight of Lieutenant Brown's young sister.]
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ALL ARE JUMPING
On receiving Hilton's "jumping lines," Paul answered:
If old Tuck Brown, an officer,
Can jump in mighty shoe,
Why, then to you it must be clear
That I am jumping, too,
That I am jumping too, you know,
That I am jumping, too;
That soldiers of each rank and file
Are all a jumping, too.
THOUGHTS
All day long I sent my thoughts to you.
I think of you no matter what I do.
The world will hum along
Like a cheerful happy song
The birds will sing and skies will all be blue.
Oh listen to my praises, sweet Marie,
And hearken to the songs I sing to thee!
And if you know I'm true
As I sometimes think you do,
Just sometimes send your thoughts back here to me.
TO MARIE
Oh, I'm in love with sweet Marie,
The fairest of her kind !
My heart is throbbing constantly,
She's ever on my mind.
I love to watch her winning ways,
And hear her soft sweet voice,
But how I fear the fatal day,
When she must make her choice.
[ 161]
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For though she smiles on me each day,
And fills my soul with bliss,
I very much regret to say,
I've never felt her kiss.

FORGOTTEN
He scratched my name upon the sand
Before he went to sea
To travel in a foreign land
Whence he'd come back to me.
The tide came up the sandy shore
And washed my name away
As time has washed his friend of yore
From off his memory.

WHERE MEN HAVE FEARED
TO STAND
He stood where men have feared to stand
Upon the edge of death's Plutonian sea;
His eyes he shaded with his hand,
And sang a farewell message back to me.
So sweet, so piercing sweet were those last tones,
That flitted back across life's scented plain,
It seemed the very rocks and stones
Took up his words and sang them once again.
He's gone! The dreary earth moves on its orbit wide.
Yet blindly in life's pathway must I plod,
Since he no more is here my steps to guide,
I humbly pray for courage to his God.
[ 162]
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